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PREFACE. 

The compilation now offered to the public will 
be found more comprehenaive in its plan than any 
of its kind which has hitherto appeared. It in- 
cludes nearly all that is known to be left to us of 
the ancient ballads of England and Scotland, with 
a liberal selection of those which are of later da.te. 
Of traditional ballads preserved in a variety of 
forms, all the important versions are given, and 
no genuine relic of olden minstrelsy^ however 
mutilated or debased in its descent to our times, 
has on that account been excluded, if it was 
thought to be of value to the student of popular 
fiction. * 

* Some resolution has been exercised, and much disgust 
suppressed, in retaining certain pieces from Buchan's collec- 
tions, so strong is the suspicion that, after having been pro- 
cured from very inferior sources, they were tampered with 
by the editor. 



t is manifeat that so extensire a plan must 
jrace not a little that possesses small attrac- 
LS for a cursory reader. To obviate, as far as 
J be, the objection arising froiu this circum- 
ice, those pieces which are, for any reason, of 

.general interest, have been throwa into an 
pendix at the end of each volume. 
Some arrangement of parts being practically 
venient as veil as phUosophically appropriate, 
livision into books according to subjects has 
a adopted ; but in order to avoid the appear* 
e of formality, the fact and the principle of 
isification iiave not been kept before the 
dor's eyes by a running title. In lie several 
iks, the ballads are grouped with some attention 
chronological order, the probable antiquity of 

story, and not the actual age of the form or 
guage, regulating the succession. For special 
sons, several pieces stand apparently out of 
ce. The whole matter of arrangement is one, 
vever, in which strictness is offensive as well 

useless, and this premised, the reader will 
erve (he genera] disposition in these four 
umes to be as follows : — 
Book I. contains, for the most part, Bomances 
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of Chivalry and Legends of the Popular Heroes 
of England ; * 

Book II. Ballads involving various Supersti- 
tions, — as of Fairies, Elves, Magic, and Ghosts ; 

Book HE, Tragic Love-ballads ; 

Book IV. other Tragic Ballads ; 

Book V. Love-ballads not Tragic. 

With respect to the texts, the Editor, after 
selecting the most authentic copies, has carefully 
adhered to the originals as they stand in the 
printed collections, sometimes restoring a reading 
which had been changed without reason, and in 
all cases indicating deviations, whether his own 
or those of others, in the margin. It would 
have given him extreme satisfaction to be able 
to cancel or register the numerous alterations 
which Bishop Percy made in the ballads taken 
from his famous manuscript ; but that invaluable 
document has fallen into hands which refuse an 
inspection of it even to the most eminent of Eng- 
lish scholars. 

It has been an object to make the introduc- 

♦ Some of the longer pieces in this book are not of the 
n&ture of ballads, and require an apology. They were ad- 
mitted before the limits of the work had been determined with 
exactness. Two or three others might better have been 
placed in the Appendix. 



he individual pieces in this collection 
18 possible. What is prefixed has ref- 
LDcipall}' to the bibliographical history 
various fonns of the ballad, or to its 
with the romance of other nadons. 
e former points have been diligently 
to, the last (except in a few instances) 
'ed only such illnstralioD as the notices 
IS editors and a hast^ turning over the 
the most celebrated foreign collections 
lied. It has been regarded as especially 
IB (at least after one or two examples 
jlily of such inquiries) to expend time 
e in discussions concerning the actual 
uid personages involved in legends older 

"7- 

litor hopes to complete his work within 
year, and in four more volumes, and in 
idmg volume proposes to insert an Es- 
s History of Ballad Poetry. 



LIST OF THE PRINCIPAL COLLECTIONS 

OF ENGLISH AND SCOTTISH BALLADS AND SONGS, 
TOGETHER WITH SOME AUXILIARY WORKS.^ 

** Cantus, Songs, and Fancies, to several musicall parts, both 
apt for voices and viols; with a brief introduction to 
Mustek, as is taught by Thomas Davidson, in the Musick 
School of Aberdeen;*' &o. Aberdeen. Printed by John 
Forbes. 1st ed. 1662, 2d ed. 1666, 8d ed. 1682. 

*'A Choise Collection of Comic and Serious Scots Poems. 
Both Ancient and Modem. By several Hands. Edinburgh. 
Printed by James Watson." Three Parts, 1706, 1709, 1710. 
[1718, 1709, 1711.] 

** Miscellany Poems, containing a variety of new Translations 
of the Ancient Poets, together with several original poems. 
By the most eminent hands." Ed. by Dryden. 6 vols. 
1st ed. 1684-1708. Ed. of 1716 contains ballads not in the 
earlier ones. 

" Wit and Mirth : or Pills to Purge Melancholy ; being 
a Collection of the best Merry Ballads and Songs, Old 
and New. Fitted to all Humours, having each their 
proper Tune for either Voice or Instrument : most 

1 The relative importance of the works in this list is par- 
tially indicated by difference of type. When two or more 
editions are mentioned, those used in this collection are 
distinguished by brackets. 
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Songs, set to Mosick by W. Thomson." London. 1725. 
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" Reliques of Ancient English Poetry : Con- 
sisting of Old Heroic Ballads, Songs, and other 
Pieces of our Earlier Poets ; together with some 
few of later date. By Thomas Percy, Lord 
Bishop of Dromore." 3 vols. 1st ed. London, 
1765. 4th ed. (improved) 1794. [London, L. A. 
Lewis, 1839.] 

"Ancient and Modern Scottish Songs, Heroic 
Ballads, &c." By David Herd. 2 vols. Edin- 
burgh, 1769. 2d ed. 1776. [3d ed. Printed for 
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Bannatyne, mdlxviii." By Sir David Dalrymple, Lord 
Hailes. Edinburgh, 1770. 
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"The Choice Spirit's Chaplet: or a Poesy from Parnassus, 
being a Select Collection of Songs from the most approved 
authors : many of them written and the whole compiled by 
Creorge Alexander Stevens, Esq." Whitehaven, 1771. 

" A Collection of English Songs in score for three or four 
Voices. Composed about the year 1500. Taken from 
MSS. of the same age. Revised and digested by John 
Stafford Smith." London, 1779. 

" Scottish Tragic Ballads." John Pinkerton. Lon- 
don, 1781. 

"Two Ancient Scottish Poems; The Gaberlunzie-Man and 
Christ's Kirk on the Green. With Notes and Observations. 
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eminent for poetical merit ; among which are many orig- 
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" Select Scottish Ballads." 2 vols. John Pinkerton. 
London, 1783. Vol I Tragic Ballads, Vol. II. 
Comic Ballads. 

^ " A Select Collection of English Songs, with their 
Original Airs, and an Historical Essay on the Origin 
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1 783. 2d ed. with Additional Songs and Occasional 
Notes, by Thomas Park. London, 1813. 3 vols. 
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1809.] 
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Falkirk, 1785. 
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" The Works of James L, King of Scotland." To which are 
added " Two Ancient Scotish Poems, commonly ascribed 
to King James V." (The Gaberlunzie-Man and the Jollie 
Beggar.) Morrison's Scotish Poets. Poets. Perth, 1786. 

**The Scots Musical Museum. In six volumes. 
Consisting of Six Hundred Scots Songs, with 
proper Basses for the Piano Forte," &c. By James 
Johnson. Edinburgh, 1787-1803. [3d ed. "with 
copious Notes and Illustrations of the Lyric Poetry 
and Music of Scotland, by the late Wiliam Sten- 
house,'' and "with additional Notes and Illustra- 
tions," by David Laing. 4 vols. Edinburgh and 
London, 1853.] 

" The Yorkshire Garland." Edited by Ritson. York, 1788. 
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.by Joseph Ritson, Esq." 2 vols. Printed 1787, 
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^ Scottish Poems, reprinted from scarce editions, with three 
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pieces before unpublished." Collected by John Pihkertou. 
8 vols. London, 1792. 

" The Select Melodies of Scotland," &c. By George Thom- 
son. 6 vols. 1792. London, 1822-26. 

" The Northumberland Garland." Edited by Ritson. New- 
castle, 1793. [London, 1809.] 

"ScoTiSH Song. In two volumes.'* Joseph Rit- 
son. London, 1794. 

" Robin Hood : A Collection of all the Ancient 
Poems, Songs and Ballads, now extant, relative to 
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prefixed Historical Anecdotes of his Life. By 
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Edition, London, 1832.] 

" A Collection of English Songs, with an Appendix of Orig- 
inal Pieces." London, 1796. Lord Hailes. 

** An Introduction to the History of Poetry in Scotland, &c., 
by Alexander Campbell, to which are subjoined Songs of 
the Lowlands of Scotland, carefully compared with the 
original editions.'* Edmburgh, 1798. 4to. 

" Tales of Wonder ; Written and collected by M. G. 
Lewis, Esq., M. P." 2 vols. London, 1800. [New- 
Yoit, 1801.] 

•* Scottish Poems of the Sixteenth Century." Ed. by J. G. 
Dalzell. Edinburgh, 1801. 2 vols. (Contains "Ane Com- 
pendious Booke of Grodly and Spirituall Songs, collectit 
out of sundrie Partes of the Scripture, with sundrie of 
other Ballates, changed out of Prophaine Sanges for avoyd- 
ing of Sinne and Harlotrie, with Augmentatioun of sundrie 
Gude and Godly Ballates, not contained in the first Edition. 
Newlie corrected and amended by the first Originall Copie. 
Edinburgh, printed by Andro Hart.") 
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burgh, 1861.] 
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"Popular Ballads and Sonos, from Tradition, 
Manuscriptis, and scarce Editions ; with translations 
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Struthers." Glasgow, 1821. 

" Scarce Ancient Ballads, many never before published." 
Aberdeen. Alex. Laing, 1822. 

" Select Remains of the Ancient Popular Poetry of 
Scotland." By David Laing. Edinburgh, 1822. 

*^The Thistle of Scotland; a Selection of Ancient Ballads, 
with Notes. By Alexander Laing." Aberdeen, 1828. 

^' Some ancient Christmas Carols, with the tunes to which 
they were formerly sung in the West of England; together 
witii two ancient Ballads, a Dialogue, &c. Collected by 
Davies Gilbert." The Second Edition. London, 1823. 
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" The Scottish Minstrel, a Selection from the Vocal Melodies 
of Scotland, Ancient and Modern, arranged for the Piano- 
Forte by R. A. Smith." 6 vols. 1820-24. 

" A Collection of Curious Old Ballads and Miscellaneous 
Poetry." David Webster. Edinburgh, 1824. 

" A Ballad Book.'* By Charles Kirkpatrick Sharpe. 
1824. (30 copies printed.) 

" A North Countrie Garland*'* By James Maidment. 
Edinburgh, 1824. (30 copies printed.) 

"The Common-Place Book of Ancient and Modern Ballads 
and Metrical Legendary Tales, an Original Selection, 
many never before published." Edinburgh, 1824. 

"The Scottish Caledonian Encyclopaedia; or, the Original, 
Antiquated, and Natural Curiosities of the South of Scot- 
land, interspersed with Scottish Poetry." By John Mac- . 
taggar^ London, 1824. 

** Select Pieces of Early Popular Poetry, republished princi- 
pally from early Printed Copies in Black Letter." E. V. 
Utterson. London, 1825. 

" Gleanings of Scotch, English, and Irish scarce Old 
Ballads, chiefly Tragical and Historical." By Peter 
Buchan. Peterhead, 1825. 

** The Songs of Scotland, Ancient and Modern ; with 
an Introduction and Notes," &c. By Allan Cun- 
ningham. 4 vols. London, 1825, 

"Early Metrical Tales." By David Laing. Edinburgh, 
1826. 

"Ancient Scottish Ballads, recovered from 
Tradition, and never before published : with Notes, 
Historical and Explanatory, and an Appendix, con- 
taining the Airs of several of the Ballads." By 
George R. Kinloch. Edinburgh, 1827. 
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"Minstrelsy, Ancient and Modern, with an 
Historical Introduction and Notes. By William 
Motherwell.** Glasgow, 1827. 

" The Ballad-Book.** By George R. Kinloch. Edin- 
burgh, 1S27. (80 copies printed.) 

" Ancient Ballads and Songs, chiefly from Tradition, 
Manuscripts, and Scarce Works,** &c. By Thomas 
Lyle. London, 1827., 

" Ancient Scottish Poems. M.D.vin., The Knightly Tale 
of Golagrus and Gawane, and other Ancient Poems. Black 
Letter. Republished from the Original Tracts, &c." By 
David Laing. Edinburgh, 1827. (Reprint of the unique 
volume, by Waltc: Ohepman and Androw Myllar, the 
earliest collection known to have been printed in Scotland.) 

^Jacobite Minstrelsy, with Notes illustrative of the Text, and 
containing Historical Details in Relation to the House of 
Stuart from 1640 to 1784." Glasgow, 1827. 

" Ancient Ballads and Songs of the North of Scotland, 
hitherto unpublished.** By Peter Buchan. 2 vok 
Edinburgh, 1828. 

"The Scottish Ballads; Collected and Illustrated by 
Robert Chambers." Edinburgh, 1829. 

"The Scottish Songs; Collected and Illustrated by 
Robert Chambers.** 2 vols. Edinburgh, 1829. 

"Ancient Metrical Tales: printed chiefly from Original 
Sources.*' By 0. H. Hartshorne. London, 1829. 

" Christmas Carols, Ancient and Modem, including the most 
popular in the West of England, and the airs to which 
they were sung," &c. By W. Sandys. London, 1888. 

" The Bishoprick Garland, or a collection of Legends, Songs, 
Ballads, &c., belonging to the County of Durham." By Sir 
Cuthbert Sharp. London, 1834. 
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" Hugues de Lincoln. Recueil de Ballades, Anglo- 
Normande et Ecossoises, relatives an meurtre de 
eet enfent/* &c. Francisque Michel. Paris, 1834. 

" Ballads and other Fugitive Poetical Pieces, chiefly Scot- 
tish ; from the coUections of Sir James Balfour.'* Edin- 
burgh, 1834. Ed. by James Maidment. 

" Lays and Legends of Various Nations." By W. J. Thoms. 
London, 1884. 6 parts. 

" The Songs of England and Scotland." By Peter 
Cunningham. 2 vols. London, 1835. 

" Songs and Carols. Printed from a Manuscript in the 
Sloane Collection in the British Museum." By T. Wright. 
London, 1886. 

" The Nutbrown Maid. From the earliest edition of 
Arnold's Chronicle.** By T. Wright London, 
1836. 

" The li»mament of Totenham, and The Feest. Two early 
Ballads, printed from a Manuscript preserved in the Public 
Library of the University of Cambridge." By T. Wright. 
London, 1886. 

"ALlnie Boke of Ballads." E. V. Utterson. Roxburghe 
Club, 1886. 

" Ancient Scotish Melodies, from a Manuscript of the 
Beign of King James VI., with an Introductory En- 
quiry illustrative of the History of Music in Scot- 
land.** By William Dauney. Edinburgh, 1838. 

" Sjrr Gawayne; a collection of Ancient Bomance- 
Poems, by Scotish and English authors, relating to 
that celebrated Knight of the Bound Table, with an 
Introduction, Notes, and a Glossary.** By Sir Fred. 
Madden. Bannatyne Club. London, 1839. 
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" Fruhlingsgabe fur Frennde alterer Literatur." By Th. G. 
y. Karajan. Vienna, 1889. (Contains English ballads.) 

" The Political Songs of England, from the Reign of John 
to that of Edward IL Edited and translated by Thomas 
Wright.'* London, 1839. Camden Society. 

" A collection of National English Airs, consisting of 
Ancient Song, Ballad, and Dance Tunes, inter- 
spersed with Remarks and Anecdote, and preceded 
by an Essay on English Minstrelsy." By W. Chap- 
pell. 2 vols. London, 1838-1840. (see post,) 

" The Latin Poems commonly attributed to Walter Mapes, 
collected and edited by Thomas Wright." London, 1841. 
Camden Society. 

Publications op the Percy Society, 

(1840-1852.) 

Vol. I. " Old Ballads, from Early Printed Copies of 
the Utmost Rarity." By J. Payne Collier. 1840. 

*^ A Collection of Songs and Ballads relative to the Lon- 
don Prentices and Trades, and to the Affairs of London 
generally, during the 14th, 16th, and 16th centaries." 
By Charles Mackay. 1841. 

"The Historical Songs of Lreland: illustrative of the 
Revolutionary Struggle between James II. and William 
in. By T. Crofton Croker. 1841. 

" The King and a Poor Northern Man. From the edition 
of 1640." 1841. 

Vol. IL " The Early Naval Ballads of England. Collected 
and edited by J. 0. HaUiwell." 1841. 

" The Mad Pranks and Meny Jests of Robin Goodfellow. 
Reprinted from the edition of 1628." By J. Payne 
Collier. 1841. 
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Vol. ni. "Political Ballads published in England 
during the Commonwealth." By Thomas Wright 
1841. 

" Strange Histories : consisting of Ballads and other 
Poems, principally by Thomas Deloney. From 
the edition of 1607." 1841. 

" The History of Patient Grisel. Two eariy Tracts 
in Black-letter." 1842. 

Vol. IV. " The Nursery Rhymes of England, collected princi- 
pally from oral Tradition." By J. 0. Halliwell. 1842. 

Vol. VI. " Ancient Poetical Tracts of the Sixteenth Cen- 
tury.*' Reprinted from unique Copies. By E. F. Rim- 
bault. 1842. 

" The Crown Garland of Golden Roses : Consisting 
of Ballads and Songs. By Bichard Johnson." Part 
I. . From the edition of 1612. 1842. [Part K, from 
the edition of 1659, in vol. xv.] 

Vol. IX. " Old Ballads illustrating the great Frost of 1683-4, 
and the Fair on the Thames." Collected and edited by 
E. F. Rimbault. 1844. 

Vol. Xm. " Six BaUads with Burdens." By James Good- 
win. 1844. 

'* Lyrical Poems selected from Musical Publications be- 
tween the years 1589 and 1600." By J. P. Collier. 
1844. 

Vol. XV. "The Crown Garland of Golden Roses. 
Partn. From the edition of 1659." 1845. 

Vol. XVH. " Scottish Traditional Versions of An- 
cient Ballads." [From a MS. of Buchan's.] 
Edited by James Henry Dixon. 1845. 

" Ancient Poems, Ballads, and Songs of the Peas- 
antry of England, taken down from oral recita- 
tion, and transcribed from private manuscripts. 
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rare broadsides, and scarce publications. CJol- 
lected and edited by James Henry Dixon." 
1846. . 

Vol. XIX. " The Civic Garland. A Collection of Songs from 
London Pageants." By F. W. Fairholt 1845. 

Vol. XXI. " Popular Songs illustrative of the French Invas- 
ions of Ireland." By T. Crofton Croker. 1846. 

Vol. XXIII. " Songs and Carols, now first printed from a 
manuscript of the Fifteenth Century." By Thomas 
Wright, 1847. 

" Festive Songs,principalIy of the 16th and 17th centuries: 
with an Introduction." By William Sandys. 1848. 

Vol. XXVII. " Satirical Songs and Poems on Costume: from 
the 13th to the 19th century." By F. W. Fairholt. 

1849. 

Vol. XXIX. " The Loyal Garland: a Collection of Songs of 
the 17th century. Reprinted from a black-letter copy 
supposed to be unique." By J. 0. Halliwell. 1860. 

" Poems and Songs relating to George Villiers, Duke of 
Buckingham, and his assassination by John Felton." 
By F. W. Fairholt 

Vol. XXX. " The Garland of Goodwill, by Thomas 
Deloney." From the edition of 1 6 78. By J. H. 
Dixon. 1852. 

"Popular Rhymes, Fireside Stories, and Amusements of 
Scotland." By Robert Chambers, Edinburgh. 1842. 
[Eariier edition in 1826.] 

" Selections fh)m the Early Ballad Poetry of England and 
Scotland. Edited by Richard John King." London, 1842. 

" The Book of British BaUads." • By S. C. Hall. 
2 vols. 1842, 1844. 

''The Book of Scottbh Song: collected and illus- 
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trated with Historical and Critical Notices, and an 
Essay on the Song-Writers of Scotland." By Alex. 
Whitelaw. 1843. [Glasgow, Edinburgh and Lon- 
don, 1855.] 

"A New Book of Old Ballads." By James Maidment. 
Edinburgh, 1844. [60 copies printed.] 

Twelve Romantic Scottish Ballads with Music. Chambers. 
1844. 

Publications of the Shakespeare Societ}^ : 

** The Shakespeare Society Papers.*' Vol. L 1844. Vol. IV. 
1849. 

"Illustrations of the Fairy Mythology of A Midsummer 
Night's Dream." By J. 0. Halliwell. 1845. 

" The Moral Play of Wit and Science, and Early Poetical 
Miscellanies from an Unpublished Manuscript." By J. 0. 
Halliwell. 1848. 



44 



Extracts from the Registers of the Stationers* Com- 
pany, of Works entered for publication between the 
years 1667 and 1570. With Notes and Illustra- 
tions by J. Payne Collier.*' 1848. Vol. II. [1570- 
1587.] 1849. 



*^ The Book of Scottish Ballads ; collected and illus- 
trated with Historical and Critical Notices. By 
Alex. Whitelaw." Glasgow, Edinburgh & London. 
1845. 

"BeliqnisB AntiquaB.** Wright & Halliwell. 2 vols. Lon- 
don, 1846. 

" Essays on Subjects connected with the Literature, Popular 
Superstitions, and History of England in the Middle Ages." 
By Thomas Wright. 2 vols. London, 1846. 

"The Borderer's Table Book: or Gatherings of the Local 
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History and Romance of the English and Scottish Border. 
By M. A. Richardson," 8 vols. Newcastle-npon-Tyne 
1846. 

"The Ballads and Songs of Ayrshire,*' &c. By James 
Paterson and Captain Charles Gray. 2 vols. Ayr, 1846- 
1847. 

" The Minstrelsy of the English Border. Being a Collection 
of Ballads, Ancient, Remodelled, and Original, founded on 
well-known Border Legends. With Illustrative Notes." 
By Frederick Sheldon. London, 1847. 

" A Book of Roxburghe Ballads. Edited by John 
Payne Collier." London, 1847. 

" Bibliotheca Madrigaliana. A Bibliographical Account of the 
Musical and Poetical Works published in England during 
the 16th and 17th centuries, under the titles of Madrigals, 
Ballets, Ayres, Canzonets," &c. By E. F. Rimbault. 
1847. 

"A Lytell Geste of Robin Hode, with other 
Ancient and Modern Ballads and Songs relating to 
this celebrated Yeoman," &c. By John Mathew 
GuTCH. 2 vols. London. 1847. 

" Sir Hugh of I^incoln : or an Examination of a curious 
tradition respecting the Jews, with a Notice of the 
Popular Poetry connected with it. By the Rev. 
Abraham Hume." London, 1849. 

'* Ballads and Poems respecting Hugh of Lincoln." J. 0. 
Halliwell. Brixton Hill, 1849. 

" The BaUad of Edwin and Emma. By David MaUet." With 
Notes and Illustrations by Frederick T. Dinsdale. London, 
1849. 

" Musical Illustrations of Bishop Percy's Reliques of 
Ancient English Poetry. A Collection of Old 
Ballad Tunes, etc. chiefly from rare MSS. and 
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early Printed Books/* &c. By Edward F. Rim- 
bault. London, 1850. 

The Fairy Mythology. Ulustratiye of the Romance 
and Superstition of various Countries." By Thomas 
Keightley. London, 1860. 

*' Palatine Anthology. A Collection of ancient Poems and 
Ballads relating to Lancashire and Cheshire. The Pala- 
tine Garland. Being a Selection of Ballads and Frag- 
ments supplementary to the Palatine Anthology.*' By J. 
0. Halliwell. 1860. [Privately printed.] 

" A New Boke ahout Shakespeare and Stratford-on-Avon." 
By J. 0. HalUwell. 1860. [Privately printed. ] 

" A Little Book of Songs and Ballads, gathered from Ancient 
Mosick Books, MS. and Printed." By E. F. Rimbault. 
London, 1861. 

" The Sussex Garland. A collection of Ballads, Sonnets, 
Tales, Elegies, Songs, Epitaphs, &c. illustrative of 
the County of Sussex." By James Taylor. Newick, 
1861. 

" The Yorkshire Anthology. A Collection of Ancient and 
Modem Ballads, Poems and Songs, relating to the County 
of Yorkshire. Collected by J. 0. Halliwell." London, 
1861. [Privately printed.] 

" The Norfolk Anthology. A Collection of Poems, Ballads, 
and Rare Tracts, relating to the County of Norfolk." Col- 
lected by J. 0. Halliwell. 1862. [Privately printed.] 

** The Illustrated Bock of English Songs. From the 
Sixteenth to the Nineteenth Century. Illustrated 
]L«ondon Library. London, 1852. (?) 

"^ The Illustrated Book of Scottish Songs. From the 
Sixteenth to the Nineteenth Century. Illustrated 
London Library. London, 1852. (?) 



" The Literature and Bomance of Northern Europe, 
&c. ; with copious specimens of the most celebrated 
Histories, Itomances, Popular Legends and Tales, 
old ChivalrouB Ballads," &c. By William & Maiy 
HoTvitt 2 vols. London, 1852^ 

" The PictorLttl Book of Anoiont Ballad Poatry of Great 
. Britain, HiBtoriaal, Tiaditional, and BomautJc: to which 
are added a Selection of Modem Imitations, aod some 
Translationa." Bj J. S. Moors. London, 1868. 

" The Songs of Scotland adapted to tbeir appropriate 
Melodies," &c. Illustrated with Historical, Bio- 
graphical, and Critical Notices. By Geoi^ Far- 
quhar Graham. Vols. 1, 2, Edinburgh, 1S54. 

" Songa from the Dramatists." Kdited bj Bobert Bell. An- 
notated Edition of the English Foeta. London, 18B4. 

" Popular Music of the Olden Time ; a Collection of 
Ancient Songs, Ballads, and Dance Tunes, illustra- 
tive of the National Music of England, with short 
intmductiona to the different periods, and notices of 
the airs from writers of the 16th and ITth cen- 
turies. Also a short account of the Minstrels." 
By W. Chappea London, 1855. (Unfinished.) 

" Rellnues of Ancient Poetry, &c. (Porey'a.) To which 13 
now added a Supplement of many cnrions Historical and 
NarratiTe Ballads, reprinted from Bare Copiee." I'hila- 
delphia, 18 GG. 
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with Notes and Illustrations and a Memoir of the Author.'* 
By Fred. T. Dinsdale. (Announced.) 

The Gentleman's Magazine, The Scots Magazine, The Retro- 
spective Review, The British Bibliographer, Censura Lite- 
raria, Restitata, Notes and Queries, &c. 



The foreign collections most useful for comparative 
study are : 

" Udvalgte Danske Viser fra Middelalderen ; efter 
A. S. Vedels og P. Syvs trykte Udgaver og efter 
haandskrevne Samlinger udgivne paa ny af Abra- 
hamson, Nyerup, og Rahbek." Copenhagen, 1812- 
1814. 5 vols. 

" Svenska Folk- Visor fran Forntiden, samlade och 
utgifne af Er. Gust. Geijer och Arv. Aug. Afzelius." 
Stockholm, 1814-1816. 3 vols. 

** Svenska FomsSnger. En Samling af Kampavisor, 
Folk- Visor, Lekar och Dansar, samt Bam- och 
Vall-S&nger. Utgifne af Adolf Iwar Arwidsson." 
Stockholm, 1834-1842. 3 vols. 

" Altdanische Heldenlieder, Balladen, und Mahrchen, 
(ibersetzt von Wilhelm Carl Grimm." Heidelberg, 
1811. 

" Des Knaben Wunderhorn. Alte deutsche Lieder." 
Amim & Brentano. 3 vols. Heidelberg, 1806-8. 
2d ed. of first part in 1819. 

" Alte hoch- und niederdeutsche Volkslieder, in Fiinf 
Buchem, herausgegeben von Ludwig Uhland." 
2 vols. Stuttgart, 1844-6. 

** Deutscher Liederhort. Auswahl der vorziiglichern 
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deutschen Volkelieder aus der Vorzeit und der 
Gegenwart mit ihren eigenthiimlichen Melodien.** 
Von Ludwig Erk. Berlin, 1856. 

^^ Niederlandische Yolkslieder. Gesammelt und er- 
lautert von Hoffmann von Fallersleben.'' 2d ed. 
Hannover, 1856. 

"Versuch einer geschichtlichen Charakteristik der 
Volkslieder Grermanischer Nationen, mit einer 
Uebersicht der Lieder aussereuropaischer Volker- 
schaften." Von Talvj. Leipzig, 1840. 



THE BOY AND THE MANTLE. 



Ko incident is more common in romantic fiction, 
than the employment of some magical contrirance as a 
test of conjugal fidelity, or of constancy in lore. In 
some romances of the Eound Table, and tales founded 
upon them, this experiment is performed by means 
either of an enchanted horn, of such properties that 
no dishonoured husband or unfaithfiil wife can drink 
Irom it without spUling,. or of a mantle which will fit 
none but chaste women. The earliest known instances 
of the use of these ordeals are afibrded by the Lai 
du Corn, by Robert Bikez, a French minstrel of the 
twelfth or thirteenth century, and the Fabliau du 
Mantel MautaiUi, which, in the opinion of a competent 
critic, dates from the second half of the thirteenth cen- 
tury, and is only the older lay worked up into a new 
shape. (Wolf, Ueber die Lais, 327, sq., 342, sq.) We 
are not to suppose, however, that either of these pieces 
presents us with the primitive form of this humorous 
invention. Robert Bikez tells us th^t he learned his 
story fr^m an abbot, and that " noble ecclesiast" stood 
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but one fiirther back in a line of tradition which 
curiosity will never follow to its source. We shall 
content ourselves with noticing the most remarkable 
cases of the use of these and similar talismans in imagi- 
native literature. / 
In the Roman de Trisiarija. composition of unknown 
antiquity, the frailty of nearly all the ladies at the court 
of King Marc is exposed by their essaying a draught 
from the marvellous horn, (see the English Morie Ar- 
thur , Southey's ed. i. 297.) In the Roman de Perce- 
val, the knights, as well as .the ladies, undergo this pro- 
bation. From some one of the chivalrous romances 
Ariosto adopted the wonderful vessel into his Orlando, 
(xlii. 102, sq., xliii. 81, sq.,) and upon his narrative 
La Fontaine founded the tale and the comedy of La 
Coupe EnchantSe, In German, we have two versions 
of the same story, — one, an episode in the Krone of 
Heinrich vom Turlein, thought to have been borrowed 
from the Perceval of Chretien de Troyes, (Die Sage 
vom Zaubcrbecher, in Wolf, Ueber die Lais^ 378,) and 
another, which we have not seen, in Bruns, Beitrdge 
zur kritischen Bearbeiiung alter Handschriflen, ii. 139 ; 
while in English, it is represented by the highly amus- 
ing " bowrd, " which we are about to print, and which 
we have called The Horn of King Arthur, The forms 
of the tale of the Mantle are not so numerous. The 
fabliau already mentioned was reduced to prose in 
the sixteenth century, and published at Lyons, (in 
1577,) as Z^ Manteau mal tailU, (Legrand's Fabliaux, 
3d ed.,i. 126,) and under this title, or that of Le Court 
Mantel, is very well known. An old fragment (^Der 
Mantel) is given in Haupt and Hoffmann's Altdeutsche 
Blatter, ii. 21 7, and the story is also in Brans Beitrage. 
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Lastly, we find the legends of the horn and the mantle 
united, as in the German ballad Die Ausgleichung, 
(Des Knaben Wunderhorn, i. 389,) and in the English 
ballad of The Boy and The Mantle^ where a magical 
knife is added to the other curiosities. All three of 
these, by the way, are claimed by the Welsh as a part 
of the insignia of Ancient Britain, and the special 
property of •Tegau Eurvron, the wife of Caradog with 
the strong arm. (Jones, Bardic Museum^ p. 49.) 

In other departments of romance, many other ob- 
jects are endowed with the same or an analogous vir- 
tue. In Indian and Per^an story, the test of inno- 
cence is a red lotus-flower; in. Amadis, a gariand, 
which fades on the brow of the unfaithftd ; in Perce- 
forest, a rose. The Lay of the Rose in Perceforest, 
is the original (according to Schmidt) of the much- 
praised tale of Senec^, CamUle, ou la Mani^re de filer 
le parfait Amour, (1695,) — in which a magician pre- 
sents a jealous husband with a portrait in wax, that 
will indicate by change of color the infidelity of his 
wife, — ^and suggested the same device in the twenty- 
first novel of Bandello, (Part First,) on the translation 
oi which in Painter's Palace of Pleasure, (voL ii. No. 
28,) Massinger founded his play of The Picture, 
Again, in the tale of Zeyn Alasman and the King of 
the Genii, in the Arabian Nights, the means of proof 
is a mirror, that reflects only the image of a spotless 
maiden.; in that of the carpenter and the king's daugh- 
ter, in the Gesta Romanorum, (c. 69,) a shirt, which 
remains clean and whole as long as both parties are 
true ; in Palmerin of England, a cup of tears, which 
becomes dark in the hands of an inconstant lover ; in 
the Fairy Queen, the fiimous girdle of Florimel ; in 
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novels and the romances of chivalry." See Dunlop, 
History of Fiction^ London, 1814, i. 239, sq. ; Le- 
GRAND, Fabliaux, 3d ed., 149, sq., 161 ; Schmidt, 
Jahrhucher der Literatur, xxix. 121 ; Wolf, (leber 
die Lais, 174-177 ; and, above all, Graesse's 
Sagenkreise des Mittelalters, 185, sq. 

The Boy and the Mantle was " printed vert)atim" 
from the Percy MS., in the Reliques of Ancient Eng- 
lish Poetry, iii. 38. 



TBE BOr AND THE MAHTLE. 



e third day of May, 
arteile did come 
id curteous child, 
cold much of wisdoms. 

tie and a mantle 
child had uppon, 
hrouches and ringes 
richelye bedone. 

ad a sut« of silke 
t his middle drawne ; 
)ut he cold of curtesye, 
lought itt much shame. 

ipeed thee, King Arthur, 
g at thy meate : 
he goodly Queene Gu^never 
nott her foi^tt. 

you, lords, in this hall, 
you all to heede, 
it you be the more surer, 
I for to dread." 

ucked out of his potemer, 
onger wold not dwell ; 

nchei. V. IB, heate. V. 21,polerv«r. 
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Another while was it blacke, 45 

And bore the worst hue : 
" By my troth," quoth King Arthur, 
" I think thou be not true." 

She threw down the mantle. 

That bright was of blee ; so 

Fast, with a rudd redd, 

To her chamber can shee flee. 

She curst the weaver and the walker 
That clothe that had wrought. 
And bade a vengeance on his crowne 
That hither hath itt brought. os 

" I had rather be in a wood, 
Under a greene tree, 
Then in King Arthurs court 
Shamed for to bee." w 

Kay called forth his ladye. 

And bgde her come neere ; 

Sales, " Madam, and thou be guiltye, 

I pray thee hold thee there." 

Forth came his ladye, « 

Shortlye and anon ; 
Boldlye to the mantle 
Then is shee gone. 

When she had tane the mantle. 

And cast it her about, 70 
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Shee threw dowae the maatle, 
That bright was of blee ; 
And fast, with a redd rudd, 
To her chamber can shee flee. 

Craddocke called forth his ladje, 
And bade her come in ; 
Saith, " Winne this msDtle, ladye, 
With a little dinne. 

Winne this mantle, ladje, 
And it shal be thine, 
If thou never did amisse 
Since thou wast mine." 

Forth came Craddockes ladye, 
Shortlje and anon ; 
But boldlye to the mantle 
Then is shee gone. 

When she had taue the mantle, 

Aod cast it her about, 

Upp at her great toe 

It began to crinkle and crowt : 

Shee Eaid, " Bowe downe, mantle. 

And ahame me not for nought 

Once I did amisse, 

I teL you certiunlye. 

When I kiat Craddockea mouth 

Under a greene tree ; 



a hold ; 
thy wiffe, 
>bold: 



ookinge 
I bore.' 



Id: 

a cuckolds kiiiife 
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" God speed thee, brave King Arthur, 
Thu3 feasting in thy bowre ; 
And Guenever thy goodly queen, 

That fair and peerlesse flowre. 20 

" Ye gallant lords, and lordings, 
I wish you all take heed. 
Lest what you deem a blooming rose 
Should prove a cankred weed." 

Then straitway from his bosome 25 

A little wand he drew ; 
And with it eke a mantle 

Of wondrous shape and hew. 

" Now have thou here. King Arthur, 

Have this here of mee, so 

And give unto thy comely queen. 
All shapen as you see. 

" No wife it shall become. 

That once hath been to blame." 
Then every knight in Arthur's court 35 
Slye glaunced at his dame. 

And first came Lady Guenever, 

The mantle she must trye : 
This dame, she was new-fangled. 

And of a roving eye. 40 
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Sir Kay call'd forth his lady, ss 

And bade her to come near : 
« Yet, dame, if thou be guilty, 
I pray thee now forbear." 

This lady, pertly girling, 

"With forward step came on, ro 

And boldly to the little boy 

With fearless face is gone. 

When she had tane the mantle, 

With purpose for to wear, 
It shrunk up to her shoulder, rs 

And left her b**Bid e bare. 

Then every merry knight. 
That 'was in Arthur's court, 

Gib'd, and laught, and flouted. 
To see that pleasant sport. » 

Downe she threw the mantle. 

No longer bold or gay. 
But with a face aU pale and wan, 

To her chamber slunk away. 

Then forth came an old knight, w 

A pattering o'er his creed. 
And proffered to the little boy 

Five nobles to his meed ; 
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" And all the time of Christmas 

Plum-porridge shall be thine, «> 

If thou wilt let my lady fair 
Within the mantle shine." 

A saint his lady seemed, 

With step demure and slow, 
And gravely to the mantle »» 

With mincing pace doth goe. 

When she the same had taken, 

That was so fine and thin, 
It shrfvell'd all about her, 

And show'd her dainty skin. loo 

Ah ! little did her mincing, 
Or his long prayers bestead ; 

She had no more hung on her, 
Than a tassel and a thread. 

Down she threwe the mantle, los 

With terror and dismay. 
And, with a face of scarlet, 

• 

To her chamber hyed away. 

Sir Cradock call'd his lady. 
And bade her to come neare ; »w 

" Come win this mantle, lady, 
And do me credit here. 
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e win this mantle, lady, 
ir DOW it shall be thine, 
au hast never done amiss, 
tb first I made thee mine." 

lady gently blushing, 

ith modest grace came on, 

now to trye the wondrous charm 

mrageonsly is gone. 

n she had tane the nkantle, 
ad put it on her backe, 
it the hem it seemed 
) wrinkle and to cracke. 

still," Bhee cryed, " O mantle ! 
id shame me not fiw nonght, 
reely own whate'er amiss, 
: blameful I have wrought. 

1 1 kist Sir Cradocke 
sneatbe the green wood tree : 
■■ I kist Sir Cradocke's mouth 
>fore he married mee." 

n thus she had her shriven, 
id her worst &ult had told, 
m^tle soon became her 
ght comely as it shold. 
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Most rich and fair of colour, 
Like gold it glittering shone : 

And much the knights in Arthur's court 
Admir'd her every one. mj 

Then towards King Arthur's table 

The boy he tum'd his eye : 
Where stood a boar's head garnished 

With bayes and rosemarye. 

When thrice he o'er the boar's head i^s 

His little wand had drawne, 
Quoth he, " There's never a cuckold's knife 

Can carve this head of brawne." 

Then some their whittles rubbed 

On whetstone, and on hone : 350 

Some threwe them under the table, 
And swore that they had none. 

Sir Cradock had a little knife, 

Of steel and iron made ; 
And in an instant thro' the skull 153 

He thrust the shining blade. 

He thrust the shining blade 

Full easily and fast ; 
And every knight in Arthur's court 

A morsel had to taste. m 



THE BOr AND THE MANTLE. 

The boy brought forth a home, 

AU golden was the rim : 
Said he, " No cuckolde ever can 

Set mouth uato the brim. 

' No cuckold can this little home 

Lift fairly to his head ; 
But or on this, or that side, 

He shall the liquor sbed." 

^ome sbed it on their shoulder, 
Some shed it on their thigh ; 

^d hee that could not hit his mouth, 
Was sure to hit liis eye. 

rhus he that was a cuckold, 
Was kuowD of every man : 

3ut Cradock lilted easily. 
And wan the golden can. 

Clius boar's head, horn, and mantle, 
Were this fair couple's meed : 

ind all such constant lovers, 
God send them well to speed. 

Then down in rage came Guenever 
And thus could spigbtful say : 
Sir Cradock's wife most wrongfully 
Halh home the prize away. 
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" See yonder shameless woman, iss 

That makes herselfe so clean : 
Yet from her pillow taken 

Thrice five gallants have been. 

" Priests, clarkes, and wedded men. 

Have her lewd pillow prest : i» 

Yet she the wonderous prize forsooth 
Must beare from all the rest." 

Then bespake the little hoy, 
Who had the same in hold : 
^ Chastize thy wife, King Arthur, las 

Of speech she is too bold : 

" Of speech she is too bold, 
Of carriage all too free ; 
Sir king, she hath within thy hall 
A cuckold made of thee. aoo 

" All frolick light and wanton 
She hath her carriage borne. 
And given thee for a kingly crown 
To wear a cuckold's home." 



HORN OF KING ARTHUK. 

MS. Aahmole, 81, fol. 69 to 62, 



ing piece waa first published entire id 
incienl Metrical TaU), p. 209, but with 
icies. It is there called The Cokaolda 
few extracts had previously been given 
, iD the Notes to Orfeo and Heuivdii, 
irlg Popviar Poetry of Scotland. Mr. 
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Jur Freunde alterer Literatur. That 
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Lt wyll of Bolas lere, 
9 now, and je achall here, 
|e kane vnderatond ; 
wrd I wyll jou Bchew, 
fill! gode and trew, s 

fell some tyme in Ynglond. 
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Kynge Arthour was off grete honour, 
Off castellis and of many a toure, 

^d f«U wyde iknow ; 
A gode ensample I wyll ^ou sey, 
What chanse befell hym one a dey ; 

Herkyn to mj saw I 



10 



Cokwoldes he louyd, as I ^ou ply^t ; 
He honouryd them, both dey and nyght, 

In all maner of thyng ; n 

And as I rede in story, 
He was kokwold sykerly ; 

Ffor sothe it is no lesyng. 

Herkyne, seres, what I sey ; 

Her may ^e here solas and pley, 20 

Iff ^e wyll take gode hede ; 
Kyng Arthour had a bugyll horn, 
That ever mour stod hym be fom. 

Were so that ever he jede. 

Ffor when he was at the bord sete, 1:5 

Anon the home schuld be fette, 

Ther off that he myght drynk ; 
Ffor myche crafte he couth thereby, 
And ofte tymes the treuth he sey ; 

Non other couth he thynke. 30 

Iff any cokwold drynke of it, 
Spyll he schuld, withouten lette ; 

26, sette. See 59, 211. 
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ir the! wer not glade ; 
)yte thei had therby, 
it dyde them vUony, 
lade them oft tymes eade. 

e kyng wold hafe solas, 
^11 waa fett into the plas, 
ke Bolas and game ; 

I changyd the cokwoldes chere ; 
g them callyd ferre and nere, 
ngea, by ther name- 

n myght Be game inowje, 
ery cokwold on other leuje, 
t thei schamyd sore : 
iier the cokwoldea wer sought, 
i kyng thei were brought, 
esse and more. 

Ihour than, verament, 
throw hys avme assent, 
is I jow sey, 

II dormounte withouten lette j 
:he cokwoldes wer sette, 

re solas and pley, 

le bord schuld be non other 
f cokwold aad hya brother ; 
treuth I must nedea ; 

38, utt. GS, brothers. 
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And when the cokwoldes wer sette, 
Garlandes of wylos sculd be fette, 
And sett vpon ther hedes. eo 

Off the best mete, withoute lesyng, 
That stode on bord befor the kjng, 

Both ferr and nere, 
To the 'cokwoldes he sente anon,^ 
And bad them be glad euerychon, es 

Ffor his sake make gode chere. 

And seyd, " Lordyngs, for ^our lyues, 
Be neuer the wrother with ^our wyues, 

Ffor no manner of nede : 
Off women com duke and kyng ; ro 

I 30W tell without lesyng, 

Of them com owre manhed. 

So it befell sertenly, 

The duke off Glosseter com in hy^e, 

To the courte with full gret my^ht ; 75 

He was reseyued at the kyngs palys, 
With mych honour and grete solas, 

"With lords that were well dyg^ht. 

• 

With the kyng ther dyde he dwell, 

Bot how long I can not tell, w 

Therof knaw I non name ; 
Off kyng Arthour a wonder case, 
Frendes, herkjms how it was, 

Ffor now begynes-game. 



( 
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Methinke it is non herme ; 
A man of lufe that wold them craue, 
Hastely he schuld it haue, 

Ffor thei couth not hym wern. 

" All theyr wyves, sykerlyke, us 

Hath vsyd the baskefysyke, 

Whyll thes men were oute ; 
And ofte they haue draw that draught, 
To vse well the lechers craft, 

"With rubyng of ther toute. 120 

" Syr," he seyd, " now haue I redd ; 
Ete we now, and make ts glad^ 

And euery man fle care ; *' 
The duke seyd to hym anon, 
" Than be thei cokwoldes, everychon ; " y^ 

The kyng seyd, ** hold the there." 

The kyng than, after the erlys word, 
Send to the cokwolds bord, 

To make them mery among, 
All manner of mynstralsy, lao 

To glad the cokwolds by and by 

With herpe, fydell, and song : 

And bad them take no greffe, 
Bot all with loue and with leffe, 

Euery man . . with other ; ^ 

135, word wanting. 
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Ffor after mete, without distans, 
The cockwolds schuld together danse, 
Euery man with hys brother. 

Than began a nobuU game : 

The cockwolds together came 140 

Befor thc'erle and the kyng ; 
In skerlet kyrtells over one, 
The cokwoldes slodyh euerychon, 

Redy vnto the dansyng. 

Than seyd the kyng in hye, i« 

" Go fyll my bugyll hastely, 

And bryng it to my bond. 
I wyll asey with a gyne 
All the colloids that her is in ; 

To know them wyll I fond." iw 

Than seyd the erle, " for charyte, 
In what skyll, teU me, 

A cokwold may I know ? " 
To the erle the kyng ansuerd, 
" Syr, be myn hore herd, 155 

Thou schall se within a throw." 

The bugyll was brought the kyng to bond. 
Then seyd the kyng, " I vnderstond, 

Thys home that je here se, 
Ther is no cockwold, fer ne nere, leo 

Here of to drynke hath no power, 

As wyde ad Crystiante, 
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" Bot he scliall spyll on euiery syde ; 
Ffor any cas that may betyde, 

Schall non therof avanse." i<» 

And ^it, for all hys grete honour, 
Hymselfe, noble kyng Arthour, 

Hath forteynd syche a chans. 

" Syr erle," he seyd, "take and begyn." 
He seyd, " nay, be seynt Austyn, iro 

That wer to me vylony ; 
Not for all a reme to wyn, 
Befor you I schuld begyn, 

Ffor honour off my curtassy." 

Kyng Arthour ther he toke the horn, m 
And dyde as he was wont beforn, 

Bot ther was jit gon a gyle : 
He wend to haue dronke of the best, 
Bot sone he spyllyd on hys brest. 

Within a lytell whyle. iso 

The cokwoldes lokyd iche on other. 

And thought the kyng was their own brother, 

And glad thei wer of that : 
" He hath vs scomyd many a tyme. 
And now he is a cokwold fyne, m 

To were a cokwoldes hate." 

The queue was therof schamyd sore ; 
Sche changyd hyr colour lesse and more, 

178, Bot he. 



32 THE HORN OF KING ARTHUR. 

And wold haue ben a wey. 
Therwith the kyng gan hyr behold, i» 

And seyd he schuld neuer be so bold, 

The soth agene to sey. 

" Cokwoldes no mour I wyll repreue, 
Ffor I ame ane, and aske no leue, 

Ffor all my rentes and londys. 195 

Lordyngs, all now may je know 
That I may dance in the cokwold row, 

And take ^ou by the handes." 

« 
Than seyd thei all at a word, 
That cokwoldes schuld begynne the bord, 200 

And sytt hyest in the halle. 
" Go we, lordyngs, all [and] same. 
And dance to make vs gle and game, 

Ffor cokwolds haue no galle." 

And after that sone anon, 90s 

The kyng causyd the cokwolds ychon 

To wesch withouten les ; 
Ffor ought that euer may betyde, 
He sett them by hys awne syde, 

Vp at the hy^e dese. no 

The kyng hymselff a gurlond fette ; 
Uppon hys hede he it sette, 

Ffor it myght be non other, • 

And seyd, " Lordyngs, sykerly, 
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We be all off a freyrj ; 215 

I ame ^our awne brother. 

" Be Jhesu Cryst that is aboffe, 
That man aught me gode loffe 

That ley by my quene : 
I wer worthy hym to honour, 220 

Both in castell and in towre, 

With rede, skerlet and grene. 

" Ffor him he helpyd, when I was forth, 
To cher my wyfe and make her myrth ; 

Ffor women louys wele pley ; 223 

And therfor, serys, haue ^e no dowte 
Bot many schall dance in the cokwoldes rowte. 

Both by nyght and dey. 

" And therefor, lordyngs, take no care ; 
Make we mery ; for nothing spare ; 230 

All brether in one rowte." 
Than the cokwoldes wer full blythe, 
And thankyd God a hundred syth,* 

Ffor soth withouten dowte. 

Euery cokwold seyd to other, 235 

" Kyng Arthour is our awne brother, 

Therfor we may be blyth : " 
The erle off Glowsytur verament, 
Toke hys leue, and home he wente. 

And thankyd the kyng fele sythe. 240 

VOL. I. 3 
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^g Arthour lived at Karlyoo, 
ith hys cokwolds euerychon. 
And mode both gam and gle : 



knyght ther was withouteo les, 

lat serujd at the kynga des, 

SjT Comeus hyght he ; 

i made this gest in hys gam, 

id named it afler hys awne name, 

In herpyng or other gle. 

id Stftet, nobull kyng Arthour 
Tied and dyed with honour, 
As many balk doa senne, 
ith cokwoldes and other mo : 
)d gyff TS grace that we may go 
To heuyn ! Amen, Amea. 

afC nt SkarlTOn. 2<3, Three lines omitted 1i 



THE GRENE KNIGHT. 

Copied from the Percy Manuscript, by Sir Fred- 
eric Madden, and published by him in his 5^ 
Gawayn€f (p. 224.) An older form of the story is 
the Scottish romance, Syr Gaivayn and the Grene 
Kny}tj in the same volume, p. S. The original of 
the Grene Kny% remarks Sir Frederic Madden, 
appears to exist in the Roman de Percevaly by 
Chrestien de Troyes, and the same kind of incident 
is found in the fabliau of La Mule sans Frein, anS in 
the second part of the Roman du Saint Graal^ as- 
cribed to Walter Map. See Notes to Syr Gawayn and 
the Grene Kny% Bishop Percy had himself tran- 
scribed this poem, with the purpose of inserting it in 
a later edition of his Reliques, 

List, when Arthur he was King, 
He had att all ^ his leading ' 

The broad He of Brittaine ; 
England and Scottland one was, 
And Wales stood in the same case, 

The truth itt is not to layne. 

MS. 1, wen. 
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He driue allyans out of this He, 
Soe Arthur liued in peace a while, 

As man of mickle maine ; 
Knightes stronge of their degree, w 

Which of them hyest shold bee, 

Therof Arthur was not faine. 

Hee made the Round Table for their behoue. 
That none of them shold sitt aboue, 

But all shold sitt as one ; is 

The King himselfe, in state rojall, * 
Dame Gueneuer, our Queene, with all, 

Seemlye of body and bone. 

Itt fell againe the Christmasc, 

Many came to that Lords place, 3o 

To that worthye one ; 
* With helme and head and brand bright, 
All that tooke order of knight. 

None wold^ger att home. 

There was noe Castle, nor manur free, as 
That might harbour that companye. 

Their puissance was soe great ; 
Their tentes vp they pight, 
For to lodge there all that night, 

Therto were sett to meate. » 

Messengers there came [and] went 
With much victualls, verament, 

MS. 7, allyance. 9, men. 28, the. 
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• 

Both by way and streete ; 
Wine and wildfowle thither was brought, 
Within they spared nought, 35 

For gold, and they might itt gett. 

Now of King Arthur noe more I mell. 
But of a venterous knight I will you tell, 

That dwelled in the west Countrye ; 
Sir Bredbeddle for sooth he hett, <o 

He was a man of mickle might. 

And Lord of great bewtye. 

He had a My to his wiffe, 

He loued her deerlye as his liffe, 

Shee was both blyth and blee ; 55 

Because Sir Gawaine was stiffe in stowre, 
Shee loued him priuilye par amour. 

And shee neuer him see. 

Itt was Aggteb that was her mother, 
Itt was witchcraft, and noe other, » 

That shee dealt with all ; 

'^ ^^ ^^* ^^* ^^ 

« « « « « 

« « « « « 

Shee cold transpose knight^s and swaine, 55 
Like as in battaile they were slaine. 

Wounded both lim and lighth ; 

» 
MS. 43, wis. 46, Qu. so blyth ofhlee ? 54, three lines here 
wanting. 
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Shee taught her sonne the knight alsoe, 
In transposed likeneese he shold goe, 

Both by fell and frythe. «> 

Shee said, " thou shalt to Arthurs hall, 
For there great aduentures shall befall. 
That euer saw King or knight ; 

4( « 4( « « 



« « 4( « « 

4( # « « « 
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All was for her daughters sake. 
That the witch soe sadlye spake^ 

To her sonne in law the knight ; 
Because Sir Gawaine was bold and hardye, 
And therto full of curtesye, 71 

To bring him into her sight 

The knight said, " soe mote I thee, 
To Arthurs court will I mee hye^ 

For to praise thee right ; 73 

And to proue Gawaines points three^ 
And that be true that men tell me. 

By Mary, most of might ! '* 

Earlye soone as itt was day. 
The knight dressed him full gay, m 

Vmstrode a full good steede ; 

MS. 66, three lines again are mbsing. 68, they wch. 
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Helme and hawberke both he hent, 
A long fauchion, verament, 
To fend them in his neede. 

That was a jolly sight to seene, si 

When horsse and armour was all greene, 

And weapon that hee bare ; 
When that bume was hamisht still, 
His countenance he became right well, 

I dare itt safelye sweare. w 

That time at Carleile lay our King, 
Att a castle of Flatting was his dwelling. 

In the Forrest of Delamore ; 
For sooth he rode, the sooth to say 
To Carleile he came on Christmas day, vi 

Into that fayre countrye. 

When he into that place came. 

The porter thought him a maruelous groome, 

He saith, " Sir, wither wold yee ? " 
Hee said, "I am a venterous knight loo 

And of your King wold haue sight, 

And other Lords that heere beer" 

Noe word to him the porter spake,^ 
But left him standing att the gate, 

And went forth, as I weene ; los 

And kneeled downe before the King, 
Saith, " in lifes dayes, old or younge, 

Such a sight I haue not seene. 
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ler att your gates right, 
hee is a, yeaterous knight, i 

J vesture is greene i " 
ike the King, proudest in pall, 
>ring him into the hall, 
. see what hee doth meaoe." 

.& Greene Knight Came before th 
g. ' 

in hia stirrops strechinge, 
poke with voice cleere ; 
1, " King Arthur, god saue thee, 
sittest in thy prosperitje, 
uuntaine thine honor. ' i: 

u wold me nothing but right, 
le hither, a venterous [knight,] 
nyred thorrow countryea fair ; 
. poynta in thy paDace, 
!;eth to manhood in euerye case, i' 
I thy Lords deere." 

;, he sat« full still, 

id B^d all his will, 

1 thus can he say ; 

true knight and King, i; 

It haue thy askinge, 

lot say Uiee nay. 

UI,aU. 127,B>;d. 183, tby. 
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Whether thou wilt on foote fighting, 
Or on steed-backe iusting, 

For loue of ladyes gay ; »35 

If and thine armor be not fine, 
I will giue thee part of mine,** — 
" Godamercy, Lord," can he say. 

" Here I make a challenging. 
Among the Lords, both old and younge, "o 

That worthy beene in weede ; 
Which of them will take in hand, 
Hee that is both stifife and stronge. 
And fuU good att need. 

I shall lay my head downe, »« 

Strike itt of, if he can. 

With a stroke to garr itt bleed ; 
For this day 12 monthe another at his, 
Let me see who will answer this, 

A knight that is doughtye of deed. iw 

For this day 12 monthe, the sooth to sqy. 
Let him come to me, and feicth his praye, 

Rudlye, or euer hee blin ; 
Whither he come I shall him tell. 
The readie way to the Greene Chappell, iss 

That place I will be in." 

MS. 162, fetch? 
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The King att ease sate full still, 
And all his Lords said but litle, 

Til he had said all his will ; 
Upp stood Sir K^aj, that crabbed knight, iw 
Spake mightye words that were of height, 

That were both loud and shrill. 

" I shall strike his necke in tooe. 
The head away the body froe," 

They bade him all be still ; iss 

Saith " Kay, of thy dints make noe rouse. 
Thou wottest fuU litle what thou does, 
• Noe good but mickle ill." 

Eche man wold this deed haue done, 

Vp start Sir Gawaine soone, m 

Vpon his knees can kneele ; 
He said, " that were great villanye, 
Without you put this deede to me. 

My Leege, as I haue sayd. 

Remember I am your sisters sonne :" its 

The King said, " I grant thy boone. 

But mirth is best att meele ; 
Cheere thy guest, and giue him wine, 
And after dinner to itt fine. 

And sett the buffett well." »« 



MS. 166, The. 
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Now the Grene Knight is set att meate, 
Seemlye serued in his seate, 

Beside the Round Table ; 
To talke of his welfare nothing he needs, 
Like a knight himselfe he feeds, iss 

With long time reasonable. 

When the dinner itt was done, 

The King said to Sir Gawaine soone, 

Withouten any fable ; 
He said, " an you will doe this deede, »» 
I pray Jesus be your speede, 

This knight is nothing vnstable." 

The Greene Bjoight his head downe layd, 
Sir Gawaine to the axe he braid, 

To strike with eger will ; 195 

He stroke the necke-bone in twaine, 
The blood burst out in euerye vaine, 

The head from the body fell. 

The Greene Knight his head vp hent, 

Into his saddle wightilye he sprent, soo 

Spake words both loud and shrill ; 
Saith, " Gawaine, thinke on thy couenant, 
This day 12 monthes see thou ne want. 

To come to the Greene Chappell." 

MS. 182, Seenlye. 190, on. 
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All had great maruell that they see, 205 

That he spake soe merrilye, 

And bare his head m his hand ; 
Forth att the hall dore he rode right, 
And that saw both King and knight, 

And Lords that were in land. 210 

Without the haJl dore, the sooth to saine, 
Hee sett his head vp on againe, 

Sales, " Arthur, haue heere my hand ; 
Whensoeuer the knight cometh to mee, 
A better buffett sickerlye, sis 

I dare him well warrand." 

The Greene Kiiight away went 
All this was done by enchantment, 

That the old witch had wrought ; 
Sore sicke fell Arthur the King, -ao 

And for him made great mourning, 

That into such bale was brought. 

The Queene shee weeped for his sake. 
Sorry was Sir Lancellott du Lake, 

And other were dreery in thought ; 23 
Because he was brought in great peril. 
His mightye manhood will not availe. 

That before hath freshlye fought 

MS. 205, the. 
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Sir Gawaine comfort King aad Queeae 
And all the doughtye there be-deeae, 

He bade they shold be still ; 
S^d, " of mj deede I was ueuer feard, 
Kor yett I am nothing adread, 

I Bwere, by Saint Hichaell ! 

For when draweth toward my day, 
I will dresae me in mine array, 

My promise to fullflll ; 
Sir," he saith, " as I haue bUs, 
I wott not whjre the Greene Chappell is. 

Therefore seeke itt I will." 

The royall Court, verament, 
All rought Sir Gawainea intent, 

They thought itt was the best ; 
They went forth into the feild, 
Enightes that ware both speare and sheeld, 

They priked forth full prest 

Some chuse them to jiisUnge, 
Some to dance, karoll, and singe. 

Of mirth they wold not rest ; 
All they swore t(^etiier in fere. 
That and Sir Gawaine ouer-come were, 

They wold bren all the west 



THE GRENE 

Now leaue wee the King ia his pallace, 
The Greene Knight come home is, 

To his owne Castle ; 
His folke frenil, when he came home, 
What doughtye deeds he had done, 

Nothing he wold them tell. 

Full well he wist in cerlaine, 
That his wiffe loued Sir Gawaine, 

That comelye was vnder kell ; 
Listen, Lords, and jee will sitt, 
And yee shall heere the second Fitt 

What aduentures Sir Gawaine befell. 



SECOND PARTE.. 

The day is come that Gawtune must gone, 
Knightes and Ladyes waxed wann, ■■ 

That were without in that place ; 
The King himselfe siked ill, 
The Queene a swounding ahnoat fell. 

To that jaraey when he shold passe. ; 

When he was in armour bright, 

He was one of the goodlyest knightes 

That euer in Britttune was borne ; 
They brought Sir Gawaine a steed, 
Was dapple gray, and good att need, i 

I tell, withouten scorne. 



His bridle was with stones sett, 
With gold and pearle ouer frett, 

And stones of great vertue ; 
He was of a furley kind, 
His stirropps were of silke of Ynd, 

I tell you tliia tale for true. 

Wheu he rode ouer the mold, 
His geere glistered as gold, 

By the way as he rode ; 
Many furleys he there did see, 
Fowles by the water did flee, 

By brimes aud bankes soe broad. 

Many furleys there saw he, 

Of woluea and wild beasts sikerlye. 

On hunting hee tooke most heede ; 
Forth he rode, the sooth to tell, 
For to seeke the Greene Chappell, 

He wist not where indeed. 

As he rode in an euening lale. 
Riding downe a greene gate, 

A faire Castell saw hee. 
That seemed a plaee of mickle pride ; 
Thitherward Sir Gawaine can ryde. 

To gett some harborrowe. 

Thither he came in the twylight ; 
He was ware of a gentle knight, 
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The Lord of tlie place was hee ; 
Meekly to him Sir Gawaine ciui Bpeake, 
Aod asked him for Kin g Arthurs sake, >» 

" Of harborrowe I pray thee. 

" I am a far labored knighl, 
I pray you lodge me all ftis night," 

He sayd him not nay ; 
Hee tooke him by the arme, and led him to 
the hall, aio 

A poore child can hee call, 
Saith, " dight well hia palfrey." 

Inio a chamber they went, a full great speed, 
There they found all thinges readye att need, 

I dare Bafelye swere ; "i' 

Fier in chambers burning bright, 
Candles in chandlers burning light, 

To supper they went full yare. 

He sent after his Ladye bright, 

To come to eupp with the gentle knight, »» 

And shee came blythe with all ; 
Forth Ehe came then anon, 
Her niEudes following her eche one, 

In robes of rich pall. 

As shee sate att her supper, »» 

Euermore the Ladye clere, 
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Sir Grawaine shee looked vpon ; 
When the supper it was done, 
Shee tooke her maids [euery one,J 

And to her chamber will gone. aaa 

He cheered the knight and gaue him wine, 
And said, " welcome, by Saint Martine ! 

I pray you take itt for none ill ; 
One thing, Sir, I wold you pray^ 
What you make soe farr this way^ sas 

The truth you wold me tell. 

" I am a knight, and soe are yee, 
Your conceU an you will tell mee, 

Forsooth keepe itt I will ; 
For if itt be poynt of any dread, ?« 

Perchance I may helpe att need. 

Either lowd or still." 

For his words that were so^ smooth. 
Had Sir Gawaine wist the soothe. 

All he wold not haue told ; 345 

For that was the Greene Knight, 
That hee was lodged with that night. 

And harbarrowe in his hold. 

He saith, " as to the Greene Chappelly 
Thitherward I can you tell, 55^ 

Itt is but furlonges three. 

VOL. I. 4 
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The IMaster of it is a venterous knight, 
And workes by witchcraft day and night, 
With many a great furley. 

If he worke with neuer soe much frauce, 355 
He is curteous as he sees cause, 

I tell you sikerlye ; 
You shall abyde and take your rest. 
And I will into yonder forrest, 

Vnder the greenwood tree." aw 

They plight their truthes to be leele. 
Either with other for to deale. 

Whether it were siluer or gold ; 
He said, " we two both wilbe, 
Whatsoeuer Grod send you and mee, sas 

To be parted on the mold." 

The Greene Knight went on hunting. 
Sir Gawaine in the Castle beinge. 

Lay sleeping in his bed ; 
Vp rose the old Witche with hast thowe, 370 
Ajid to her dauhter can shee goe, 

And said, " bee not a-dread." 

To her daughter can shee say, 
" The man that thou has wisht many a day, 
Of him thou maist be sped ; 375 

MS. 861, beleene. 864, a word seems to be wanting. 370, 
throwe. 
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For Sir Gawaine, that curteous knight, 
Is lodged in this hall aU night," — 
Shee brought her to his bedd. 

Shee saith, "gentle knight, awake. 

And for this faire ladies sake, 38o 

That hath loued thee soe deere. 
Take her body in thine armes. 
There is noe man shall doe thee harm ; " 

Now beene they both heere. 

The Ladye kissed him times three, 335 

Saith, " without I haue the loue of thee. 

My life standeth in dere ;" 
Sir Grawine blushed on the lady bright, 
Saith, " your husband is a gentle knight, 

By him that bought mee deare ! 390 

** To me itt were great shame. 
If I schold doe him any grame. 

That hath beene kind to mee ; 
For I haue such a deede to doe. 
That I can neyther rest nor roe, 395 

Att an end till itt bee." 

Then spake that ladye gay, 

Saith, " tell me some of your journey, 

Your succour I may bee ; 
If itt be poynt of any warr, 400 

There shall noe man doe you noe darr. 

And yee wilbe gouemed by mee. 



[ 
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eere I haue a la«e of silke, 
s white as aay milke, 
1 of a great value ; " «> 

jaith, " I dare safelye aweare, 
shall noe man doe jou deere, 
en you haue it vpon you." 

aw^ne spake mildlye in the place ; 
anked the lady, and tooke the lace, ^|<> 
i promised her to come againe ; 
night in the forrest slew many a hind, 
venison he cold none find, 
. wild bores on the plaine. 

Fe of does and wild swine, "^ 

., and other ravine, 
I hard true men tell ; 
awaine swore sickerlye, 
to your owne welcome you bee, 
him that harrowes hell ! " •% 



Treene Knight his venison downe layd, 

to Sir Gawaine thus he said, 

I me anon in hight 

noueltyes that you haue won, 

eers plenty of venison,"— <^ 

Gawaine said full right. 

awaine sware by Saint Leonard, 
as God sends, you shall haue part," 
MS. 43S, begbt. 



THE GRENE KNIGHT. 53 

In his armes he hent the knight ; 
And there he kissed him times three, 430 

Saith, " heere is such as God sends mee, 

By Mary, most of might ! " 

Euer priuilye he held the lace ; 

That was all the villanye that euer was 

Prooued by Sir Gawaine the gay ; 435 

Then to bed scone they went. 
And sleeped there, verament, 

Till morrow itt was day. 

Then Sir Gawaine soe curteous and free, 
His leaue soone taketh hee, 44o 

At the ladye soe gaye ; 
Hee thanked her, and tooke the lace. 
And rode towards the Chappell apace. 

He knew noe whitt the way. 

Euermore in his thought he had, 445 

Whether he shold worke as the ladye bade, 

That was soe curteous and sheene ; 
The Greene Knight rode another way, 
He transposed him in another array. 

Before as it was greene. 430 

• 

As Sir Gawaine rode ouer the plaine. 
He hard on high vpon a mountaine, 

MS. 486, the. 452, one. 
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A, home blowDe full lowde ; 



He looked after the Greene Chappell, 
He saw itt Btajid vnder a hill, 

Couered with euyea about ; 
He looked after the Greene Knight, <«i 

He hard him whetC a fauchion bright. 

That the hills rang about. 

The knight spake with strong eheere, 
Said, " yee be welcome, S[ir] Gaw£une,heere, 

It behoouelh thee to lowfe ; " «s 

He stroke, and litle perced the skin, 
Vnneth the fleah within. 

Then Sir Gawaine had noe doubt. 

He saith, " thou shontest ; why doat thou soe ? " 
Then Sir Gawaine in hart waxed throe, t^o 

Vpon hia feete con stand ; 
And soone he drew out his aword, 
And aaith, " trtutor, if thou speake a word, 

Thy lifTe ia In my hand. 

I had but one stroke att thee, h 5 

And thou hast had onother att mec, 

JS. 466. Three liaes here ore ^'anting. 461, Wehetl. 
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Noe falshood in me thou found ; 



The knight said, "wilhoulen laine, 
I wend I had Sir Gawune slaine, 

The gentlest knight in this land ; 
Men told me of great renowne, 
Of curlesie thou might haue wooa th 
crowne, 

Aboue both free and bound ; 

" And alsoe of great gentrye : 
And now three poyntes be put ibr thee, 

Itt is the moe pittye, 
Sir Gawaine, thou wast not leele, 
When thou didst the lace conceale, 

That my wiffe gaue to thee. 

" For wee were both wist fail well. 
For thou hadst the balfe dele 

Of my venerye; 
If the lace had neuer beene wrought, 

To haue slaine thee was neuer my though 
I swere by God, verelye ! 

" I wiat it well my wiffe loued thee ; 
Thou wold doe me noe villanye, 
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licked her trith oay ; 
t thou doe as I bidd thee, 
e to Arthurs court with thee, 
were all to mj pay." 

e the knightes accorded thore ; sa 
Castle of Button can they fare, 
dge there all that night ; 
on the other day, 
lurs court they tooke the way 
harts blyth and light. sit 

court was fiill &ine, 

hen they saw Sir G&waine ; 

thanked God abone ; 

the matter and the case, 

lightes of the Bathe weare the lace,* 

1 they bane wonen their shoen, n* 

a Ladye of bye estate, 

bout his necke shall it take, 

he doaghtye deeds that heehath done ; 

US. 606, B0», tbe. 
Unded to wai of white silt, aod worn on 
er, se earif as ths reign of Richard the 
a cnrionA paasoge in Lord Herbert of Cher- 
itten by himaelf, Ito. 1TB4, p. 64, we learn 
B wBa >dll obierved in the reign of Jaines the 
the Knights were obliged to wear the lace 
lone tomething fomoiu In arms, or till some 
kd token it off. Uaddui. 
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It was confirmed by Arthur the King, 520 
Thorrow Sir Gawaines desiringe, 
The King granted him his boone. 

Thus endeth the tale of the Greene Knight : 
Grod, that is soe full of might, 

To heauen their soules bring 52.5 

That haue hard this litle storye, 
That fell sometimes in the west Countiye, 

In Arthurs days our king. 



! 



CARLE OF CARLILE. 

Copied by Sir F. Madden, from the Percy Manu- 
script, and printed for the first time in his Syr Ga- 
toayne, (p. 256.) It is a rifacimento of Syre Gawene 
and the Carle of Carelyle (same volume, p. 187.) The 
original of the story is found in the fabliau of Le 
Chevalier h Vipie — M^^on, Nouveau Recueil^yoVi, 127. 
Legrand, Fabliaux, (ed. 1829,) vol. i. 101, and Ap- 
pendix, 3. 

Listen to me a litle stond, 

Yee shall heare of one that was sober and sound ; 

Hee was meeke as maid in bower, 

StifFe and strong in every stoure. 

Certes, withouten fable, s 

He was one of the Round Table ; 
The knights name was Sir Gawaine, 
That much worshipp wan in Brittainc. 

The He of Brittaine called is, 

Both England and Scotland, iwis ; lo 

Wales is an angle to that He, 

Where King Arthur soiorned awhile. 

MS. 11, Vales. 
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With him twenty four Knights told, 

Besids Barrens and Dukes bold ; 

The King to his Bishopp gan say, is 

" Wee will have a Masse to-day." 

Bishop Bodwin shall itt done, 

After to the fairest wee will gone ; 

For now its grass time of the yeere, 

Barrons bold shall breake the deere. so 

Faine theroff was Sir Marroche, 
Soe was Sir Kay the knight stout ; 
Faine was Sir Lancelott Du Lake, 
Soe was Sir PercivaJl, I undertake. 

Faine was Sir Ewaine, as 

And Sir Lott of Lothaine ; 

Soe was the Knight of armes greene, 

And alsoe Sir Gawaine the sheene. 

Sir Gawaine was steward in Arthurs hall, 
Hee was the curteous knight amongst them aU, ao 
King Arthur, and his cozen Mordred, 
And other knights withouten lett. 

Sir Lybius Disconyus was there. 
With proud archers, lesse and more ; 
Blanch Faire, and Sir Ironside, 36 

And many knights that day can ryde. 

MS. ir, Bodwim. 
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as I weene, 
ht of armour greene, 
oder^tand, 
y of Blauncli^Land. 

e of honor in warr, 

knights that with Arthur weare ; 

one he slew in land, 

asia, as I understand. 

he Blew that stond, 
ight was never found ; 
I in bis dayes, 
Arthurs fellowea. 

1 called Ironsyde, 
ed wold he ryde ; 

vaia armes beare. 

id hee were ever att warr. 

ir was his eteede, 
md hia other weede ; 
I he bare, 
1, lesae or more. 

nee of a molatt, 

s crest algat« ; 

he went, east nor west, 

ooke man nor beast. 
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Beagles keenely away Ihey ran. 

The King followed aflkr, with many a man ; 

The grayhounds out of the leeshe, 

They drew downe the deere of grasee. 

Fine tents in the feild were sett, 

A merry sort there were mett ; 

Of comely knights of kind, 

Uppon the bent there can they lend ; 

And by noone of the same day, 

A hundred haarts on the ground they lay 

Then Sir Gawalne and Sir Kay, 
And Biahopp Bodwin, as I heard say, 
After a redd deere they rode. 
Into a forest, wyde and brode.' 

A thicke mist fell them among, 
That caised them all to goo wronge ; 
Great moane made then Sir Kay, 
That they shold loose the hart that day 

That red hart wold not dwell, — 
Hearken what adventures them beffell : 
Full sore they were adread, 
Ere they any lodginge had. 

MS. 61, tbe. es, thej. ei, grese 7 «S, lead. TO, 
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lir Gawaine, 
wee have had in vaine ; 
is out of sight, 
ith him no more this night. 

of our borsees do light, 
ic heere all this night ; 
iat, as thinketh mee, 
under this tree." 

Kay, " go wee hence aaon, 
ge wherforre I come j 

te soever hee bee." 

le Bishopp, "that wott I well, 
1 a Carle in a castell ; 
Carljle ia his name, 
11, bj Saint Jame '. 

ever man yett soe bold, 
Ige within his hold ; 
e staye with his liffe away, 
m well, I you say." 

y, "all in fere, 

r is my desire ; 

Jarle be never soe bolde, 

Ige within his hold. 

. 8T, weds, fla, wberevsr? 
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" For if he iangle, and make itt stout, 

I shall beate the Carle all about ; 

And I shall make his bigging bare, 

And doe to him mickle care. no 

" And I shall beate [him,] as I thinke, 
Till he both sweate and stinke ; " 
Then said the Bishopp, " so mote I fare, 
Att his bidding I wilbe yare ! " 

Gawaine said, " lett be thy bostlye fare, ns 

For thou dost ever waken care ; 
If thou staye with thy liffe away. 
Thou ruleth thee well, I dare say." 

Then said E[ay, " that pleaseth mee, 

Thither let us ryde all three ; 120 

Such as hee bakes, such shall hee brew. 

Such as hee shapes, such shall hee sew, 

" Such as he breweth, such shall he drinke," — 
" That is contrary," said Grawaine, " as I thinke ; 
But if any faire speeche will he gaine, 125 

Wee shall make him Lord within his owne. 

" If noe faire speech will avayle. 
Then to karp on, Kay, wee will not faile ; " 
Then said the Bishopp, " that tenteth mee. 
Thither lett us ryde all three." iso 

MS. 117, stape. 125, him? 
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len they came to the Carles gate, 
lammer they found hanging theratt ; 
n'aine bent the hammer in his hand, 
1 curteouslye on the gates dange. 

th came the Porter, with still fare, 
ing, " Who is soe bold to knocke there ? " 
praine answered bira curteouslye, 
an," hee said, " that is I. 

'ee be two knights of Arthurs imi, 
1 a Bishopp, no moe to min ; 
e have rydden all day in the forrest still, 
faorsse and man beene like to spill. 

)r Arthurs sake, that is our kinge, 

e desire my Lord of a nights lodginge ; 

1 harborrow till the day at mome, 

it wee may staye away without scome." 

m spake the crabbed knight Sir Kay, 
Jrter, our errand I reede the say ; 
else the castle gate wee shall breake, 
1 the keyes thereof to Arthur t^e." 

! Porter sayd with words throe, 
beres no man alive, that dares doe soe ; 
1 hundred such as thou his death had awo 
t he wold ryde on Huntiiig to-mome." 
HS. 146, stspe. IMfof. 164, t 
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Then answered Gawaine, that was curteous 

aye, 155 

" Porter, our errand I pray thee say ; " 
-* Yes," said the Porter, " withouten fayle, 
I shall say your errand full well." 

As soone as the Porter the Carle see, 
Hee kneeled downe upon his knee ; — iso 

" Yonder beene two knights of Arthurs in, 
And a Bishopp, no more to myn. 

''They have roden all day in the forrest still. 

That horsse [and] man is like to spill ; 

They desire you for Arthurs sake, their King, iss 

To grant them one nights lodginge ; 

And herberrow till the day att mome, 

That they may staye away without scome." 

" Noe thing greeves me," sayd the Carle, " without 

doubt. 
But that the knights stand soe long without ; " 170 
With that the Porter opened the gates wyde. 
And the knights rode in that tyde. 

Their steeds into the stable are tane. 

The knights into the hall are gone ; 

Heere the Carle sate in his chaire on hye^ m 

With his legg cast over the other knee» 

MS. 168, stape. 170, 171, they. 
VOL. I. 5 
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" That is a kind of a knave/? said Kay, " without 

leasing, . 
Soe to revile a noble Eang ; " 
Grawaine heard, and made answere, 
" Kay, thou sayst more then meete were." 

With that they went further into the hall, ^ 

Where bords were spredd, and covered with pall ; 
And four welpes of great ire. 
They found lying by the fire. 

There was a beare that did rome. 

And a bore, that did whett his tusks some ; 210 

Alsoe a bull, that did rore, 

And a lyon, that did both gape and rore. 

The lyon did both gape and gren, 

" O ! peace, whelpes," said the Carle then ; 

For that word that the Carle did speake, 215 

The four whelpes under the bord did creepe. 

Downe came a lady faire and free. 

And sett her on the Carles knee ; 

One whiles shee harped, another whiles gong, 

Both of paramours and lovinge amonge. 220 

** Well were that man," said Grawaine, " that ere 

were borne. 
That might lye with that lady till day att mome ; " 

MS. 216, 216, they. 



ft-ee, 

e." 

bought." 
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For this one word that thou hast spoken, 
Itt is but emest thou hast gotten." 

Then went Kay into the hall, 
And the Bishopp to him can call ; ^ 

Saith, " Brother Kay, where have you beene ? " — 
" To looke my palfrey, as I weene." 

Then said the Bishopp, " itt falleth me. 

That my palfrey I must see ; " 

Both come and hay he found lyand, 255 

And the Carles palfrey, as I understand. 

The Bishopp tooke the Carles horsse by the necke. 
And soone hee thrust him out att the hecke ; 
Thus he turned the Carles fole out. 
And on his backe he sett a clout. aw 



Sais, " wend forth, fole, in the devills way ! 
Who made the soe bold with my palfrey ? 
The Carle himselfe he stood thereby, — 
" Man, this buffett thou shalt abuy ! " 



»> 



lie hitt the Bishopp upon the crowne, ses 

That his miter and he fell downe ; 
" Mercy," said the Bishopp, " I am a clarke, 
Somewhatt I can of Christs werke." 

MS. 261, you have. 264, abay. 
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He saith, " hj thy clergye I sett nothing, 

Nor yett by thy miter, nor by thy ringe ; m 

It fitteth a clarke to be curteous and free, 

By the conning of his clergy." 

With that the Bishopp went into the hall. 

And Sir Gawame to him can call ; 

Suith, " brother Bishopp, where have you 

beene ? " — «» 

" To looke my palfrey, as I weene." 

Then sayd Sir Gawaine, " it falleth mee, 

Tliat my palfrey I must needs see ; " 

Come and hay he found enoughe lyand, 

And the Carles fole by his did stand. «o 

The Carles fole had beene forth in the raine, 
Therof Sir Gawaine was not faine ; 
I lee tooke his mantle, that was of greene, 
And covered the fole, as I weene. 

Sayth, " stand up, fole, and eate thy meate, aas 
Thy Master payeth for all that wee heere gett ; " 
The Carle himselfe stood thereby. 
And thanked him of his curtesye. 

The Carle tooke Gawaine by the hand. 

And both together in the hall they wend ; 290 

MS. 272, the. 287, 289, 290, they, 



The Carle called for a bowle of wine, 
And sooDe they settled them to dine. 
Seventy bowlea in that bowle were, 
He was not weake that did itt beare. 

Then the Carle sett itt to his chin, 
And said, " to you I will bepn." 
Fifteen gallons he dranke tJiat lyde, 
And raught to his men on every side. 

Then the Carle said to them anon, 
" Sirrs, to Bupper gett you gone ; " 
Gawaine answered the Carle then, 
" Sir, att your bidding wee will be ben." 

" If you be bayne att my bidding, 
You honor me, without leasinge ; " — 
They washed all, and went to meate. 
And di-anke the wine that was Boe sweete. 

The Carle said to Gawtune anon, 
" A long speare see thou take in thy hand ; 
Att the buttrye dore take thou thy race. 
And marke me well in middest the face." 

A ! thought Sir Kay, that that were 1, 
Then his buffett he shold deer abuy 1 

MS. 191, CarleB. 293,giaioDs7 295, S»e, the^. S0», 
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" Well," quoth the Carle, " when thou wilt, thou 

may, 
When thou wilt thy strength assay." 
" Well Sir," said Kay, " I said nought,"— sis 
" Noe," said the Carle, " but more thou thought" 

Then Gawaine was full glad of that, 

And a long spere in his hand he gatt ; 

Att the buttery dore he tooke his race. 

And marked the Carle in the middst the face. 320 

The Carle saw Sir Gawaine come in ire. 
And cast his head under his speare ; 
Gawaine raught the wall such a rapp, 
The fyer flew out, and the speare brake. 

He stroke a foote into the wall of stone, se 

A bolder Barron was there never none ; 

" Soft," said the Carle, " thou was to radd," — 

" I did but, Sir, as you me bade." 

^' If thou had hitt me, as thou had ment, 

Thou had raught me a fell dint." • sso 

The Carle tooke Grawaine by the hand. 
And both into a chamber they wend ; 
A full faire bed there was spred, 
The Carles wiffe therin was laid. 

The Carle said, " Gawaine, of curtesye, 335 

G^tt into this bedd with this faire ladye ; 

MS. 814, strenght. 831, they. 
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Basse thou her thrise before mine eye, 
Looke thou doe no other villanye." 

The Carle opened the sheetes wyde, 
Gawaine gott in by the ladyes syde ; 340 

Gawaine over her put his arme, 
With that his flesh began to warme. 

Gawaine had thought to have made in fare 
" Hold ! " quoth the Carle, " man, stopp there ; 
Itt were greet shame," quoth the Carle, " for me, 
That thou sholdest doe me such villanye. 348 

But arise up, Gawaine and goe with me, 

I shall bring thee to a fairer lady then ever was 

shee ; " 
The Carle tooke Gawaine by the hand. 
Both into another chamber they wend. 350 

A faire bedd there found they spred. 
And the Carles daughter therin laid ; 
Saith, " Gawaine, now, for thy curtesye, 
Gett thee to bedd to this faire lady." 

The Carle opened the sheetes wyde, 353 

Sir Gawaine gott in by the ladyes side ; 
Grawaine put his aiane over that sweet thing, 
" Sleepe, daughter," sais the Carle, " on my bless- 
ingl" 

MS. 835, Carles. 841, he. 844, thee. 345, thee. 
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e turned his backe, and went his way, 
t the dore with a silver kaye ; sw 

her morning, when the Carle rose, 
daughters chamber he goes. 

, Sir Gawtune, and goe with mec, 
lous sight I shall lett thee eee ; " 
e tooke him by the hand, <n 

I into another chamber they wend. 

e they found many a bloody serke, 

ere wrought with curyous werke ; 

undred dead mens bones 

nd upon a rooke att once. "» 

! " quoth Sir Gawaine, " what have bene 

.?" 

. and my welpes have slaine all there." 

Gawtune, curteous and kind, 

his leave away to wend ; 
iked the Carle, and the ladyes there, m 
they worthy were ; 
aid the Carle, " wee will first dine, 
I thou shalt goe with blessing mine." 

ner, the sooth to say, 

e tooke Gawaine to a chamber gay, m 

ere honginge swords a-rowe ; 

e soone tooke one of tho. 
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And sayd to the knight then, 

" Gawaine, as thou art a man, 

Take this sword, and stryke of my head," sss 

" Nay," said Gawaine, " I had rather be dead, 

For I had rather suflfer pine and woe. 

Or ever I. wold that deede doe." 

The Carle sayd to Sir Gawaine, 

" Looke thou doe as I thee faine ; sm 

And therof be not adread, 

But shortly smite of my head. 



" For if thou wilt not doe itt tyte. 
Forsooth thy head I will of smyte ; " 
To the Carle said Sir Gawaine, 
" Sir, your bidding shall be done." 



He stroke the head the body froe. 

And he stood up a man thoe, 

Of the height of Sir Gawaine, 

The certaine soothe, withouten laine. . 400 

The Carle sayd, " Gawaine, God bless thee ! 
For thou hast delivered mee ; 
From all false witchcrafft 
I am delivered att the last 

" By nigromance thus was I shapen, *» 

Till a knight of the Round Table, 

MS. 403, halse. 
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a, sword smitten of 1117 head, 
grace to doe that deede. 

ty winters agoe, 

13 transformed soe ; 
none lodged within this woone, 
mj whelpes driven them downe, 

' hee did my bidding soone, 

31, and drew him downe. 

le but only thee, 

at tliee of his mercye ! 

e world made, reward thee this, 

' bale thou hast turned to blisse. 

I leave that lawe, 
I no man for me be slawe ; 
pose for their sake, 
f in this place to make ; 

preists to sing for aye, 
e doomes-day ; 
,ine, for the love of thee, 
shall bee welcome to mee." 

ne and the young lady clere, 
pp wedded them in fere j 
gave him for his wedding, 
iter and a ringe.' 
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He gave Sir Kay, that angry knight, 
A blood-red steede and a wight ; 
He gave his daughter, the sooth to say, 
. An ambling white palfrey. 

The Jaireat bee. was, on the mold : 
Her palirey was charged with gold ; 
Shee was soe gorgeous and soe gay, 
No man cold tell her array. 

The Carle comanded Sir Gawaine to wend. 

And say unto Arthur our King, ■ 

And pray him that bee wold. 

For his love that Judas sold, 

And for bis sake that in Betbelem was borne. 

If hee wold dine with him to-morne. 

Sir Gawaine said the Carle unto, * 

" Forssooth I shall your message doe ; " 
Then they rode singing by the way, 
With the lady that was gay. 

They were as glad of that lady bright, 
As ever was fowle of the day-lyght ; ^ 

They told King Arthur where they had bcene, 
And what adventures they had seene. 

"I thanke God," sayd the King, " cozen Kay, 
That thou didst on live part away ; " 
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?d Sir Kay againe, «« 

may be faioe. 
lat was in BetHtem borne, 
I with the Carle to-mome.'' 

5 of the day they rode, 

eting was never made ; *»> 

jether were metl, 

thing, I you hett. 

pltud att the gate, 
3 of silver theratt ; 
jl manner of minstrelsye, ta 

le and sawtrye. 

le king was fett, 

n seat was sett ; 

nner was readye dight, 

jvered all on height. <« 

they wold not blina, 
they can beginn ; 
re mached arr^ht, 
ainet a knight. 

. sale in wjudowes fiurc, "' 

their instruments cleere ; 

iS9,the. W4,theT0tt. 466, gTtCome. 16T, 
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Minstrells for worshipp at every messe, 
Full lowd they cry " Largesse ! " 

The Carle bade the King doe gladlye, 

" For heere yee gett great curtesye ; " «o 

The King said, " by Saint Michaell ! 

This dinner liketh me full weU." 

He dubd the Carle a knight anon, 

He gave him the county of Carlile soone ; 

And made him erle of all that land, 48r> 

And after knight of the Table Round. 

The King said, " knight, I tell thee, 

Carlile shall thy name bee." 

When the dinner was all done, 

Every knight tooke his leave soone ; 48o 

To wend forward, soberlye. 

Home into their owne countrye. 

He that made us all with his hand, 

Both the sea and the land. 

Grant us all, for his sake, 495 

This false world to forsake ; 

And out of this world when wee shall wend. 

To heavens blisse our soules bringe ; 

Grod grant us grace itt may soe bee ! 

Amen ! say all, for charitye. soo 

MS. 478, Largnesse. 
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The King kept a royall Christmasse, 

Of mirth & great honor ; lo 

. . when . . 

[^About nine stanzas wanting,^ 

" And bring me word what thing it is 

That women most desire ; 

This shalbe thy ransome, Arthur," he sayes, 
" For He haue no other hier." 15 

King Arthur then held vp his hand, 
According thene as was the law ; 
He tooke his leaue of the baron there. 
And homword can he draw. 

And when he came to merry Carlile, » 

To his chamber he is gone ; 
And ther came to him his cozen, Sir Gawaine, 
As he did make his mone. 

And there came to him his cozen. Sir Gawaine, 
That was a curteous knight ; as 

" Why sigh you soe sore, vnckle Arthur," he said,^ 

" Or who hath done thee vnright ? " 

" O peace ! o peace ! thou gentle Gawaine, 
That faire may thee beffall ; 
For if thou knew my sighing soe deepe, » 

Thou wold not meruaile att all. 

MS. 13, Y* a woman. 24, Gawaine. 
VOL. I. 6 
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Betwixt an oke and a greene hollen ; 55 

She was clad in red scarlett. 



Then there as shold have stood her mouth, 
Then there was sett her ey^ ; 
The other was in her forhead fast, 
The way that she might see. 



" Giue thou ease me, lady," he said, 
" Or helpe me any thing. 



60 



Her nose was crooked, & tumd outward. 
Her mouth stood foule a-wry ; 
A worse formed lady then shee was, 
Neuer man saw with his eye. 

Tq halch vpon him. King Arthur, es 

This lady was full faine ; 
But King Arthur had forgott his lesson, 
What' he shold say againe. 

" What knight art thou," the lady sayd, 

" That wilt not speake to me ? 70 

Of me [be] thou nothing dismayd, 

Tho I be vgly to see. 



" For I haue halched you curteouslye. 
And you wiU not me againe ; 
Yett I may happen. Sir knight," shee said, 
" To ease thee of thy paine." 



75 



jentle Gawaine, my cozen, 
nth a ring." "» 

lee not, thou noble King Ar- 
ts desiringe, 
•oat nine ttansat wanting.'^ 

le to the Teame-wadling, 
iold he finde ; ■^ 

.pen on his backe, 
od stronge. 

e King Arthurs letters in his 

1 them fling ; 

: out a good browne sword, w 

e a king. 

haue thee, & thy land, Ar- 



i him noble Arthur, 
Id his hand ; 
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"And give me leave to speake my mind, 
In defence of all my land." 

He said, " as I came over a more, 
I see a lady, where shee sate, 
Betweene an oke & a green hollen ; 
Shee was clad in red scarlette- 

" And she says a woman will haue her w 
And this is all her cheef desire ; 
Doe me right, as thou art a baron of scl 
This is thy ransome, & aJI thy hyer." 



He sayes, "an early vengeance light on 
She walkes on yonder more ; 
It was my sister, that told thee this. 
She is a misshapen hore. 

" But heer He make mine avow to God, 
To do her an euill tume ; 
For an ener I may thate fowle theefe g< 
In a fyer I will her bume," 

[_About nine stanzas wanti 

THE SECOND PART. 

SiK Lancelott, & Sir Steven, bold, 
They rode with them that day ; 
MS. 100, The. 
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Ue and wine ; 

must hyde ray selfe, m 

le withinne." 

ipake him geatle Gawaiue, 

, thats bul ft skill ; 

tliou art my ownc lady, 

Hue all thy wiU." m 

id, " blessed be thou, gentle Ga- 

I thee see ; 
ee me att this time, 
th I wilbe. 

& an old knight, ite 

umced soe, 

led a younge lady, 

me to this woe. 

me, b^g a faire young lady, 
i forreat lo dweU ; is" 

eind of hell. 

ay brother to a Carlist B . . . , 

^About nine stanzas loanlinff.^ 
3e foule, and that was wont 
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" Come kisse her, brother Kay," then said Sir 

Crawaine, 
" And amend the of thy lifFe ; 

I sweare this is the same lady 

That I marryed to my wiffe." 

Sir Kay kissed that lady bright, i» 

Standing ypon his ffeete ; 

He swore, as he was trew knight, 

The spice was neuer soe sweete. 

" Well, cozen Gawaine," sayes Sir Kay, 

" Thy chance is fallen arright ; las 

For thou hast gotten one of the fairest maids, 

I euer saw with my sight." 

" It is my fortune," said Sir Gawaine ; 
" For my vnckle Arthurs sake, 

I am glad as grasse wold be of raine, 200 

Great joy that I may take." 

Sir Gawaine tooke the lady by the one arme, 

Sir Kay tooke her by the tother ; 

They led her straight to King Arthur, 

As they were brother and brother. 205 

King Arthur welcomed them there all, 
And soe did lady Geneuer, his queene ; 
With all the knights of the Round Table, 
Most seemly to be scene. 
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;held that lady fail's, 

are & bright ; 

rist in Trinity 

le, that geotle knight 

ghta, both more and lesse, 
it day, 

lance that hapened was 
3 and his lady gay. 



THE MARRIAGE OF SIR GAWAINE. 



Bdiquei o/Anciail EngUA Poilry, ill. 19. 



PART THE FIBST. 

£iNO ArihuT lives in merry Carleile, 

And seemely ia to see ; 
And there with him Queene Gat 

That bride Boe bright of blee. 



Aad there with him Queen 

That bride so bright in bowre : 

And all his barons about him stoode, 
That were both stiffe and stowre. 

The king a royale Chrialmasse kept. 
With mirth and princelye cheare ; 

To liim repaired many a knighte. 
That came both farre and neare. 



BE MARRIAGE OF SIB OAWAIKE. 

i when they were to dinner sette 
jid cupa went freely round t 
>re them came a. fture damselle, 
jid knelt upon the ground. 

loone, a boone, O Ejnge Arthure, 

beg a boone of thee ; 

inge me of a carlisb knighte, 

FTio hath ahent my love and mee. 

reame-Wadling hia castle stands, 
Tear to that lake so fair, 
1 proudlye rise the battlements, 
•nd streamers deck the air. 

1 gentle knighte, nor ladye gay, 
lay pass that castle-wall, 
. from that foule discurteous knighte, 
lishappe will them befalle. 



i's twice the sizi 

Vi' thewes and einewes stronge, »• 

i on his backe he bears a clubbe, 

'hat is both thicke and longe. 

i< WadUngis the nnmeorasTnall lakeneitrHc?k«[h 
land, on the road from Penrith to Carlisle. There 
on, that on old caatis once stood near tha lake, the 
which were not long sines visihle. Team, in the 
that countrj-, signifies ft small Inke, and is still in 
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" This grimme bardne 'twas oiir harde happe, 
But yester mome to see ; 
When to his bowre he bare my love, as 

And sore misused mee. 

" And when I told him King Arthiire 
As ly ttle shold him spare ; 
Goe tell, sayed hee, that cuckold kinge, 
To meete mee if he dare." 40 

Upp then sterted King Arthure, 

And sware by hille and dale, 
He ne'er wolde quitt that grimme barone, 

Till he had made him quail. 

'* Goe fetch my sword Excalibar, « 

Goe saddle mee my steede ; 
Nowe, by my faye, that grimme barone 
Shall rue this ruthfulle deede." 

And when he came to Teame-Wadlinge 
Benethe the castle walle : 50 

" Come forth, come forth, thou proud barone. 
Or yielde thyself my thralle." 

On magicke grounde that castle stoode, 
And fenc*d with many a spelle : 

Noe valiant knighte could tread thereon, a 
But straite his courage felle. 



Forth then rush'd that carliah knight, 
ur felte the charme ; 
aewea lost their strengthe, 
ike his feeble anue. » 

hee, yield thee, Kihg Artbure, 
thee, unto mee ; 
1 mee, or lose thy lande, 
termeB maye bee : 

iweare upon the rood, « 

se on thy faye, 
ne to Teame-Wadling, 
lew-yeare's daye, 

le worde what thing it is 
mo3t« desyre ; ™ 

maome, Arthur," he snyes, 
noe other hyre." 

then helde up hia hande, 
. upon his laye, 

is leave of the grimme bar6ne, 
tiee rode awaye. " 

east, and he rode west, 

' all inquyre, 

t is all women crave, 

they most desyre. w 



THE MABKIAGE OP SIR GAWAINE. 95 

Some told him riches, pompe, or state ; 

Some rayment fine and brighte ; 
Some told him mirthe ; some flatterye ; 

And some a jollye knighte. 

In letters all King Arthur wrote, ss 

And seal'd them with his ringe : 

But still his minde was helde in doubte, 
Each tolde a dijQferent thinge. 

As ruthfidle he rode over a more. 

He sawe a ladye,.sette » 

Betweene an oke and a greene hoU^ye, 
All clad in red scarlette. 

Her nose was crookt and tumd outwarde. 

Her chin stoode all awrye ; 
And where as sholde have been her mouthe, 

Lo ! there was set her eye : ss 

Her haires, like serpents, clung aboute 

Her cheekes of deadlye hewe : 
A worse-form'd ladye than she was. 

No man mote ever viewe. loo 

To hail the king in seemelye sorte 

This ladye was foil faine : 
But King Arthure, all sore amaz'd, 

No aunswere made againe. 
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■t thou," the ladye gayd, 
it speake to mee ; 

nee to ease th^ ptune, 
ie foule to aee." 

se m; paine," he sayd, 
ae in my neede, 
. will, thou grimme ladye, 
bee thy meede." 

this upon the roode, 
B on thy faye ; 
wcrette I will telle, 
tiy ransome paye." 



n:omi3'd on his faye, 

apon the roode ; 

lan the ladye told, 

well shee coude. " 

be my paye, Sir King, 
r guerdon bee, 
Lg, fair and courtlye knight, 
■ to marrye mee," 

ked King Arthure i< 

id dale, and downe : 
founde the barone's bowi'e, 
he grimme barouae. 
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He bare his clubbe upon his badie, 

Hee stoode botbe stiffe and stronge ; 
And, when he had the letters reade, 

Aw aye the lettres flunge. 

" Nowe yielde thee, Arthur, and thy lands 
All forfeit unto mee ; 
For thia is not thy paye, Sir King, 
Nor may thy ranaome bee." 



" Yet hold thy hand, thou proudfe barone, 
I praye thee hold thy hand p 
And give mee leave tospeake Mice more 
In reakewe oi my land. 

" This mome, as I came over a more, 
I sawe a ladye, sette 
Betwene an oke and a greene hoUfcyev 
All clad in red acarlette. 

" Shee sayes, all women will have their willi 
Thb is their chief desyre ; 
Now yield, aa thou art a barone true, 
That I have payd mine hyrc." 

'■ Aq earlye vengeaunce light on her ! " 

The carlish baron swore : 
" Shee was my sister tolde thee this, 

And shee's a mishapen whore. 

VOL. I. 7 



I swore a yonge and courllye knight 

Sholde many her to his wife." 

Then bospake him Sir Gawaine 
That was ever a gentle knighte : 
" That lothly ladye I will wed ; 

Therefore be merrye and lighte." 

" Nowe naye, nowe naye, good Sir Gawiiin 
My sister's sonne yee bee ; 
This lothlye ladye'a all too grimtne, 
And all too foule for yee. 

" Her nose is crookt and turn'd outwiirde, 
Her chin stands all awrye ; 
A worse form'd ladye than shee is 
Was never seen with eye." 

though her chin stand all awrye, 
I shee be foule to see ; 
irry her, unkle, for thy sake, 
1 I'll thy ransome bee." 



thankes, nowe thonkes, good Sir 

I a blessing (hee betyde ! 

Trow wee'llhave knights and squii 

L wee'Il goe fetch thy bride. 



^ i.' 
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" Whoever kisses that ladye," he sayes, 
" Of his kisse he stands in doubt" 

" Peace, brother Kay," sayde Sir Gawkine, ss 
" And amend thee of thy life : 
For there is a knight amongst us all. 
Must marry her to his wife." 

" What, marry this foule queane ? * quoth Kay, 
" r the devil's name anone ; 'o 

Grett mee a wife wherever I maye, 
In sooth shee shall be none." 

Then some tooke up their hawkes in haste, 
And some took up their houndes, 

And sayd they wolde not marry her, 75 

For cities, nor for townes. 

Then bespake him King Arthure, 
And sware there " by this daye. 

For a little foule sighte and mislikinge, 
Yee shall not say her naye." so 

« 
" Peace, lordlings, peace," Sir Grawaine 
sayd, 
" Nor make debate and strife ; 
This lothlye ladye I will take, 
And marry her to my wife." 



f 



-a 



OP SIR 

" Nowe thankes, nowe thankes, good Sir Ga- 
waine, "s 

A^d a blessinge be thj meede 1 
For as I am thine owne ladje. 
Thou never shalt rue this deede." 

Thea up they lodke that lothly dame, 

And home aoone they bringe : « 

And there Sir Gawaine he her wed, 
And married her with a ringe. 

And when they were in wed-bed liud, 
And all were done awaye ; 
" Come tume to mee, mine owne wed-lord, « 
Come lurne to mee, I praye." 

Sir Gawaine Bcant could lift his head, 

For soiTOwe and for care ; 
When, lo ! instead of that lothelye dame, 

He sawe a young htdye faire. ■» 

Sweet blushes stayn'd her rud-red cheeke, 
Her eyen were blaeke as sloe ; 

The ripening cherrye swellde her lippe, 
And all her necke was snowe. 

Sir Gawaine kiss'd that lady fture, hb 

Lying upon the sheete, 



^ i 
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And swore, as he was a true knighte, 
The spice was never eoe sweete. 

Sir Gawaine kiss'd that lady bright*, 
Lying there by his aide : '" 

" The fairest flower ia not so faire ; 
Thou never can'st bee my bride." 

" I am thy bride, mine owne deare lorde; 
The same whiche thou didst knowe, 
That waa aoe lothlye, and was wont ii' 

Upon the wild more to goe. 

" Nowe, gentle Gawaine, chuse," quoth ahee, 
" And make thy choice with "care ; 
Whether by night, or else by daye, 

Shall I be foule or faire ? " im 

'• To have thee foule still in the night, 
Whea I with thee should playe ! 
I had rather farre, my lady deare, 
To have thee foule by daye." 

" What ! when gaye ladyes goe with their 
lordes, 
To drinke the ale and wine ; ™ 

at hide myself, 
with mine ! " 
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" My faire ladye," Sir Gawiune aayd, 

" I yield me to thy skille ; lai 

Because thou art mine owne ladye, 
Thou shalt have all thy wille." 

" Nowe blessed be thou, sweete Gawkine, 
And the daye that I thee see ; 
For as thou seest mee at this time, i*s 

Soe shall I ever bee, 

" My father was an aged knighte. 

And yet it chanced soe. 

He tooke to wife a false ladye, 

Whiche broughte me to this woe. n« 

" Shee witch'd mee, being a faire yonge 
maide, 
In the greene forest to dwelle, 
And there to abide in lolhlye shape. 
Most like a iiend of helle ; 

" Midst mores and mosses, woods and wilds, 
To lead a lonesome life, >« 

Till some yong faire and courtlye knighte 
"Wolde marrye me to his wife : 

" Nor fully to gaine mine owr 
(Such was her devilish si 
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ITDtil he wolde yielde to be nil'd bj mee, 
And let mee have all my wiJle. 

" She witchd my brother to a carlish boore 
And made him sliSe and strouge ; 
And built him a bowre on magicke grour 
To live by rapine and wronge. 

" But now the spelle is broken throughe, 

And wronge is tumde to righte ; 

Henceforth I shall bee a faire ladyc, 

And hee be a gentle knighte." 



<r 
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A FRA.GHEHT. 



: of thia ballad ia evidently taken from 
e Mortt Arthur, but with some vari- 
' in the concluding etaazas; in which 
9 rather to follow the traditions of the 
Is, who ' believed that King Arthur 
it conveied awaie hy the Fairies into 
>lace, where he should remaine for a 
returne againe and reign in as great 
!.' (Holinahed, E. 5, c. U.) Or, as it is 
1 old chronicle printed at Antwerp, 
! Leew : * The Sretons suppoaeti, that 
ir] shall come yet and conquere all 
jrtes this ia the prophicje of Meriyn ; 
lis deth shall be doubteous ; and sayd 
ereof yet have doubte, and flhuUen for 
' men y/yt not whether that he lyvetb 
e more ancient testimonies in Selden's 
bion, Song 3. 
at,bdng very incorrect and imperfect 
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in the original MS., hath received Eome conjectur 
emendadoDS, and eveo a supplement of three or foi 
stanzas composeil from the romance of Morte A 
thw." Percy, 



On Trioitye Mondaje in the mome, 
This sore battayle was doom'd to bee, 

Where manye a knighte cry'd, Well-awaye I 
Alacke, it was the more pitde. 

Ere the first crowinge of the cocke. 
When as the kinge in his hed laye, 

He thoughte Sir Gawtune to him came, 
And there to him these wordes did saye. 

"Nowe, aa you are mine unkle deare, 
And aa you prize your life, this daye 

O meet not with your foe in fighte ; 
Putt ofi^ the batlayle, if yee raaye. 

" For Sir Launcelot is nowe in Frauoce, 
And with him many an hardye knighte ; 

Who wiU within this moneth be backe, 
And will assiste yee in the fighte." 
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en call'd hb oobles all, 
breaklnge of the daye ; 
)m howe Sir Gawaine came, 
fo him these wordea did saye. a- 

1 this couDsayle gave, 
e in the momiDg, bee 
waye an herauld at armes, 
parley f^re and free. 

vood knightes King Arthur chose, 
f all that with him were, » 

th the foe in field, 
with him agreement faire. 

chai^d all his hoste, 

sse there for to bee ; » 

sholde noe weapon sturre, 
sword drawne they shold see. 

1, on the other parte, 
his knights did likewise bringc, 
all his eompanye, s 

he parley with the kinge. 

alsoe charged his hoste, 
jse there for to bee ; 
sholde noe weapon sturre, 
rorde drawne they shold see. w 
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For he dursle not his unkle t 
Nor he hia nephewe, Bothe 

Alacke ! it was a woefiille cas 
As ere In Christentye befel 

But when they were together 

And both to faJre accordam 

And a month's le^ue betweei 

Before the battayle sholde I 

An addere crept forth of a bu 
Stunge one o' th' king's knig 

Alacke ! it was a woefulle chf 
As ever was in Ohristentie. 

When the knighte found him 
And sawe the wild-worme I 

His BWorde he from his scabbi 
A pileous case, as ye shall 

For when the two hostes Btcvn 
They joyned battajle instai 

Till of so manye noble knight 
On one side there were left 

For all were alaine that durst 
And but some fewe that fld 
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Ah mee ! it was a bloodje fielde. 

As ere was foughte on summer's daje. 

Jim's own partye, ' 

ife escaped there, 
ike of Gloster free, 
(a butler Bedevere. 

ting beheld his knigbtes 
scattered on the molde, t 

trickled downe his face ; 
face in fight so bolde. 

3e all, brave knights," he said, 
id faithful to your trust : 
theo, yee valiant hearls, ' 

loulder into dust! 

,ve yee been to mee, 

d &ithful unto deathe : 

j^e yee up ^aine, 

could I yield my breathe ! t 

e etalkea among the deadc ! 

he shall abye, 

ice fall upon his head." 

lege," then sayd the duke ; i 
love and chariUe ; 
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Remember what the vision spake, 
Nor meete your foe, if it may bee." 

" O staye mee not, thou worthye wight, 

This debt my loyal knights I owe : w 

Betide me life, betide me death, 
I will avenge them of their foe." 

Then straite he grasp'd his trustye speare, 
And on his horse then mounted hee : 

As his butler holpe him to his horse, » 

His bowels gushed to his knee. 

" Alas ! " then sayd the noble king, 
" That I should live this sight to see ! 

To see this good knight here be slaine. 

All for his love in helping mee ! " loo 

He put his speare into his reste. 
And to Sir Mordred loud gan crye ; 

" Nowe sette thyself upon thy guarde. 
For, traitor, nowe thy death is nye." 

Sir Mordred lifted up his sworde, los 

And fierce to meet the king ran hee : 

The king his speare he through him thrust, 
A fathom thorow his bodie. 

When Mordered felt the stroke of death, 
And found that he was wounded soe, no 
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He thruste himselfe upon the speare, 
And strucke the king a deadlye blowe. 

Then grimmlye dyed Sir Mordered, 

Presentlye upon that tree : 
And bloody streames ranne from the kinge, us 

Ere to the duke returned hee. 

Sir Lukyn then he thus bespake : 

" Sir knighte, thou hast been faithfuUe tryde ; 
Nowe take my sword Excalibar, 

That hangs so freelye by my syde, lao 

" O take my sword Excalibar, 
And there into the river throwe : 

For here, henceforth, benethe this tree. 
All use of weapons I foregoe. 

"And fare thee well, thou trustye sword, las 
A better neer had valiant knighte ; 

With thee foil ofte, and many a daye. 
Have I withstood my foe in fighte. 

" With this good fauchion in my hande, 

Oft have I reapd the bloody feelde : lao 

But nowe the fatalle houre is come, 
That never more I may thee weelde/* 



119. More commonly called Calibum. In the folio MS. 
Etcalberd. P. 
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1 

The duke to the river side he went, ! 

And there his owne sword in threwe he ; 4 

But he kept back Ezcalibar, las 3 

He kept it back in privitie. i 

For all of coleyne was the blade, 

And all the hilte of precious stone : 
"And ever alacke ! " then sayd the knighte, 139 

" Must such a sword awaye be throwne ? " 



Then backe he came unto the kinge, 

Who sayd, " Sir Lukyn, what did yee see ? " 

" Nothing, my liege, save that the winde 
Blewe oer the waters faire and free." 

" O goe againe," then said the kinge, i« 

" good Sir Lukyn, goe againe : 

Into the rivere throwe my sword. 

Nor keepe me lingering here in paine. 

The duke then to the river went. 

And the kings scabbard in threwe hee ; i» 
But hee kept backe Excalibar, 

And hid it undemethe a tree. 

Then backe he came to tell the kinge. 

Who sayde, " Sir Lukyn, sawe ye oughte ? " 

^ Nothinge, my liege, save that the winde »55 
Nowe with the angrye waters fought." 

VOL. I. 8 



4 
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Lukyn, Lukjn," s^d the kinge, 
Twice liaate thou dealt deceytfuUje : 
:ke, whom may wee ever truste, 
"hen 9uche a knighte soe false can bee ! i 

^e, wouldat thou have th^ master dead, 
U for a award that wins thine eye ? 
goe againe, and throwe it in, 
r here the one of ua shall dye." 

duke, all shent with this rebuke, i 

aunswere made unto the kinge ; 
to the rivere tooke tlie Bworde, 

ad threwe it far as he coulde flinge. 

inde and an arme did meele the aworde, 
ad Jlourishd three times in the air ; i 

1 sunke benethe the renninge streme, 
ad of the duke was seene noe mair. 

lOre aatonied atood the duke, 

e stood as still, aa still mote bee ; 

1 hasteod backe to tell the kuige, i 

It he was gone from under the tree. 

to what place, he cold not tell, 

)r never ailer hee did him see ; 

liee sawe a barge goe from the land, 

id hee heard ladyea howle and crye. n 
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And whether the kinge were there, or na 
Hee never knewe, nor ever colde ; 

For 'from that sad and direfulle daye, 
Hee never more was seene on molde. 



ND OF KING AKTHDK. 
of Mtgliilt Poetrg, iil. TS. 

i sbort summary of King Arthur's 
y Jeff, of Monmouth and the old 
B addition of a feir circumstances 
forte ArUair. — The ancient chroni- 
' (quoted above in p. lOS) seema to 
followed: upon the authority of 
)red some of the names which were 
i., and have transposed one stanza, 
be mispUced: viz., that beginning 
le MS. foUowed v. S6. 
I Editor's ancient folio MS." 

Percy. 

ilood, in Brittaine borne, 
ur I am to name ; 
istendome and HeathynesSe 
Be b my worthy fame. 

ist I doe beleeve ; 
ristyan bore ; 
Sone, and Holy Giost, 
[ doe adore. 

MS., Bniitehu. 
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In the four hundred ninetieth yeere, 

Oer Brittaine I did rayne, ' lo 

After my Savior Christ his^byrth, 
What time I did mamtaine 

The fellowshipp of the Table Round, 

Soe famous in those dayes ; 
Whereatt a hundred noble knights is 

And thirty sat alwayes : 

"Who for their deeds and and martiall feates, 

As bookes done yett record, 
Amongst all other nations 

Wer feared tiirough the world. 20 

And in tiie castie off Tyntagill 

King Uther mee l^egate, 
Of Agyana, a bewtyous ladye, 

And come (^ * hie ' estate. 



And when I was fifteen yeere old, 25 

Then was I crowned kinge : 
All Brittaine, that was att an uprore, 

I did to quiett bringe ; 

And drove the Saxons from the realme, 
Who had opprest this land ; so 

9, He began his reign A. D. 516, according to the Chron- 
icles. 28, She is named Igema in the old Chronicles. 24, 
his, MS. 
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All Scotland theo, throughe mimly feates, 
I conquered with my hand. 

Ireland, Benmarke, Norwaye, 

These countryes wan I all ; 
Iseland, Gotheland, and Swetheland ; 

And made their kings my thrall. 

I conqnered all Gallya, 

That now is called France ; 
And slew the hardye Froll in feitd, 

My honor to advance. 

And the ugly gjant Dynaba?, 

Soe terrible to vewe, 
That in Saint Bamards mount did lye, 

By force of annea I slew. 

And LucyuB, the eraperour of £ome, 

I brought to deadly wracke ; 
And a thousand more of noble knightes 

For feare did tume their backe. 

Five kioges of Pavye I did kill 

Amidst that bloody strife ; 
Besides the Grecian emperour. 

Who alsoe lost hia liffe. 

9, Fnland Held, MS. FratI, occonling to the Climr 
I, »ns a iComiui kuight, governor of ObuI. 41, Danibi 
;. 49, see p. 13*, y, 66. 
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Whose carcasse I did send to Rome, 

Cladd poorlye on a beere ; 
And afterward I past Mount-Joye « 

The next approaching yeere. 

Then I came to Rome, where I was mett 

Right as a conquerour, 
And by all the cardinalls solempnelye 

I was crowned an emperour. eo 

One winter there I made abode, 
Then word to mee was brought, 

Howe Mordred had oppressed the crowne, 
What treason he had wrought 

Att home in Brittaine with my queene : «.» 

Therfore I came with speede 
To Brittaine backe, with all my power, 

To quitt that traiterous deede ; 

And soone at Sandwiche I arrivde, 

Where Mordred me withstoode : 70 

But yett at last I landed there. 
With effusion of much blood. 

For there my nephew Sir Grawaine dyed, 

Being wounded in that sore 
The whiche Sir Lancelot in fight *5 

Had given him before.- 



Thence chased I Mordered away, 

Who fledd to Lond«»i right, 
Prom London to Winchester, and 

To Comewalle tooke his flyght. 

And still I him pursued with speed, 

Til! at last wee mett ; 
Wherby an appointed day of fight 

Was there agreed and sett : 

Where we did fight, of mortal life 

Eche other to depriTe, 
Till of a. hundred thousand men 

Scarce one was left aUve. 

There all the noble chivalrye 

Of Brittaine tooke their end. 
O see how fickle is their stat« 

That doe on fates depend ! 

There all the tralterous men were sltune, 

Not one eacapte away ; 
And there dyed all my vallyant knightes, 

Alas I that woefull day ! 

Two and twenty yeere I ware the crowne 

In honor and great fame. 
And thus by death was suddenlye 

Deprived of the same. 



KING RYENCE'S CHALLENGE. 

From Beligfues of Ancient English Poetry y iii. 63. 

** This song was sung before Queen Elizabeth at the 
grand entertainment at Kenil worth castle in 1575, and 
was probably composed for that occasion. In a letter 
describing those festivities it is thus mentioned : * A 
Minstral came forth with a soUem song, warranted 
for story out of King Arthur's acts, [see Southey's 
Kyng Arthur ^ Book i. ch. 27,] whereof I gat a copy, 
and is this : 

So it fell out on a Pentecost, &c.' 

*' After the song the narrative proceeds : ^At this the 
Minstrell made a pause and a curtezy for Primus Pas- 
sus. More of the song is thear, but I gatt it not. ' 

" The thought seems to be originally taken from Jeff. 
Monmouth's Hist. B. x. c. 3, which is alluded to by 
Drayton in his Polyolbion, Song 4, and by Spenser in 
Faerie Queene, vi. i. 18, 15. See Warton's Observa- 
tions on Spenser, vol. ii. p. 223. 

** The following text is composed of the best readings 
selected from three different copies. The first in 
Enderbie's Cambria Triumphans, p. 197. The second 
in the Letter above mentioned. And the third in- 
serted in MS. in a copy of Morte Arthur, 1632, in the 
Bodl. Library." Percy. 

As it fell out on a Pentecost day, 

King Arthur at Camelot kept his court royall, 
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lame Guenever the gay, 

ina sitting in h^, 

n purple and pall, ■' 

s, hooting on high, 

■sae, Qkevaliers trei-hardie. 

lie uppermost deas 
ricke, kneeling on knee ; 
e amida all the preas, lo 
ing Arthur, God save thee 

i-Gales greeteth well thee, 
'd anon lo him send, 
he will it off rend. 

is a rich scarlet mantle, u 
eards bordered about, 
3 yet in a kande, 
to make the twelfth out. 
le thou never so stout ; 
i\\ thee no fable, 9> 

01 thy Round Table." 

tage from his moathe past, 
rse botbe in ball and in 

I queene screecbt ; ladies 

ons blustred; lords bc^an 
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t 

Knights stormed ; squires startled, like steeds 
in a stower ; 
Pages and yeomen yell'd out in the hall ; 
Then in came Sir Kay, the * king's' seneschal. 

" Silence, my soveraignes," quoth this courteous 
knight, 
And in that stound the stowre began still : ao 
'Then' the dwarfe's dinner full deerely was 
dight ; 
Of wine and wassel he had his wille. 
And when he had eaten and drunken his fiH, 
An hundred pieces of fine coyned gold 
Were given this dwarf for his message bold. ss 

" But say to Sir Ryence, thou dwarf," quoth the 
king, 
" That for his bold message I do him defye. 
And shortlye with basins and pans will him ring 
Out of North- Grales ; where he and I 
With swords, and not razors, quickly shall 
trye, « 

Whether he, or King Arthur,. will prove the best 

harbor : '' 
And therewith he shook his good sword Escalk- 

bor. 

« ♦ « « « 



SIR LANCELOT DU LAKE. 

This ballad first occurs in the Garland of Good 
WUly and is attributed to Thomas Deloney, whose 
career as a song- writer extends from about 1586 to 
1600. It is merely a rhymed version of a passage in 
the Morte D* Arthur, (Book vi. ch. 7, 8, 9, of South- 
ey's ed.) The first two lines are quoted in the Second 
Part of Henry IV., A. ii. sc. 4. 

The present text is nearly that of the Garland of 
Good Will (Percy Society, vol. xxx. p. 38), and differs 
considerably from that of Percy, (Reliques, i. 215.) 
The same, with very trifling variations, is found in 
Old Ballads, (1723,) ii. 21 ; Ritson's Ancient Songs, 
ii. 188 ; Evans's Old Ballads, ii. 6. 

When Arthur first in court began, 

And was approved king, 
By force of arms great victories won, 

And conquests home did bring ; 

Then into Britain straight he came, « 

Where fifty good and able 
Knights then repaired unto him, 

Which were of the Round Table ; ^ 
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And many justs and tournaments 

Before them there were drest, lo 

Where valiant knights did then excel, 
And far surmount the rest 

But one Sir Lancelot du Lake, 

Who was approved well, 
He in his fights and deeds of arms, i5 

All others did excel. 

When he had rested him a while, 

To play, to game, and sport, 
He thought he would go try himself, 

In some adventurous sort. 20 

He arm^ rode in forest wide. 

And met a damsel fair, 
Who told him of adventures great. 

Whereto he gave good ear. 

^ Why should I not ? " quoth Lancelot tho, 25 

" For that cause I came hither." 
" Thou seem'st," quoth she, " a goodly knight. 
And I will bring thee thither 

" Whereas a mighty knight doth dwell, 

That now is of great fame ; , so 

Therefore tell me what knight thou art, 
And then what is your name." 

29, the. 



[y name is Lancelot du Lake." 
Quoth sbe, " it likea me thaa ; 

.ere dwells a knight that never was 
O'ermatch'd with any man ; 

Tho has in prison threescore knighla 
And four, that he has bound ; 

.nights of King Artiiur's court they be, 
And of his Table Round." 

lie brought him to a river side, 

And also to a tree, 
Tiereon a copper bason hung, 

His fellons shields to see. 

'.e struck so hard, the bason broke : 
When Tarquin heard the sound, 

,e drove a horse before him straight. 
Whereon a knight lay bound. 

ir knight," then said Sir Lancelot, 
' Bring me that horse-load hither, 
nd lay him down, and let him rest ; 
We'll try our force together. 

nd as I understand, thou hast, 
So &r as thou art able, 
one great despite and shame unto 
The knights- of the Round Table." 

B6, E'er match'd. 44, fellow. 
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« If thou be of the Table Bound" 

(Quoth Tarquin, speedilje), 
" Both thee and all thy fellowship 

I utterly defie." co 

" That's overmuch," quoth Lancelot tho ; 
" Defend thee by and by." 
They put their spurs unto 'their steeds, 
And each at other fly. 

They coucht their spears, and horses ran G5 
As though there had been thunder ; 

And each struck them amidst the shield, 
Wherewith they broke in sunder. 

Their horses backs brake under them. 
The knights were both astound ; 7o 

To void their horses they made great haste, 
To light upon the ground. 

They took them to their shields full fast, 
Their swords they drew out than ; 

With mighty strokes most eagerly 7« 

Each one at other ran. 

They wounded were, and bled full sore. 
For breath they both did stand. 

And leaning on their swords awhile, 

Quoth Tarquin, " Hold thy hand, so 
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" And tell to me what I shall ask ; " 

" Say on," quoth Luicelot tho ; 
" Thou art," quoth Tarqum, " the beat knight 
That ever I did know ; 

" And like a. knight that I did hate ; u 

So that thou be not he, 
I will deliver all the rest. 
And eke accord with thee." 

" That is well said," quoth Lancelot then ; 
" But sith it must be so, "> 

What is the knight thou hatest thus ? 
I pray thee to me show." 

" His name is Lancelot du Lake, 
He slew my brother dear ; 
Him I suspect of all the rest ; w 

I would I had him here." 

" Thy wish thou hast, but jet unknown ; 
I am Lancelot du Lake I 
Kow knight of Arthur's Table Bound, 

King Ban's son of Benwake ; ion 

"And I desire thee do thy worst" 
" Ho ! ho ! " quoth Tarquin tho, 
" One of us two shall end our Uvea, 
Before that we do go. 
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" If thou be Lancelot du Lake, 
Then welcome shall thou be ; 
Wherefore aee thou thyself defend, 
For now defie I thee." 

They buckled then together so, 
Like two wild boars rashing, 
And with their swords and shields they ra 

At one another alashing. 

The ground besprinkled was with blood, 

Tarquin began to faint ; 
For he gave back, and bore his shield 

So low, he did repent. 

This soon espied Sir Lancelot tho ; 

He leapt upon him then, 
He pull'd him down upon his knee, 

And rushed off his helm. i 

And then he struck his neck in two ; 

And when he had done so, 
From prison, threescore knights and four 

Lancelot delivered tho. 
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Reliqaet, iii. 143.) 

an ancient MS. copy in the 
me, collated with two printed 
D black-letter in the Pepjs col- 

irintedinRitson'a AncierU Songs 

e romance of Sir Guy, read by 
British Archeological Aasoci- 
ig at Warwick, we extract tlie 
llu3tration of the history of the 
ber Bunilar popular hennc tra- 
shes progressed in their migra- 
iw lauds — and especially when 
ith, and made advances in civ- 
; romances of their fore&Ihera 
: inodiGcalions to adapt them to 
new tnannera. Among people 
) locaUties to which they refer- 
ew location and became identi- 
>bjects with which people were 
. in this manner they nnderwent 
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a new historical interpretation. It would be no unin- 
teresting task to point out how many romantic tales 
that are soberly related of individuals of comparatively 
modern history, are merely new applications of these 
early myths. 

" Among the romances of the Anglo-Danish cycle 
by no means the least celebrated is that of Guy of 
Warwick. It is one, of the few, which has been pre- 
served in its Anglo-Norman form, since which it lias 
gone through an extraordinary number of versions, 
and Chaucer enumerated it among the romances of 
prisj or those which in the fourteenth century were 
h^ld in the highest estimation. It is doubtless one of 
those stories in which an ancient mythic romance has 
undergone the series of modifications I have been de- 
scribing ; a legend which had become located by pop- 
ular traditions in the neighbourhood we are now visit- 
ing, in which the contests between northern chieflains 
are changed into tilts and tournaments, but in which 
the combats with dragons and giants are still pre- 
served. Whatever may have been the name of the 
original hero, that which he now bears, Guy, is a 
French name, and could not have been given till Nor- 
.man times. 

" From the Anglo-Norman poem, so great was its pop- 
ularity, two or three different English metrical versions 
were made, which are still found in manuscripts, and 
the earliest of which, that of the well-known Auchin- 
lech manuscript, has been printed in a very expen- 
sive form by one of the Scottish Antiquarian clubs. 
It was next transformed into French prose, and in 
that form was popular in the fifteenth century, and 
was printed by some of the earlier printers. It was 
finally reduced to a popular chap-book in prose and a 
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ballad in verse, and in these forms was 
x>ut the etreeta until a veiy recent peiiod. 

in aanoral haon tha fiitA nF ■)■» 



light U 

ight. 
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* Nine' hundred twenty yeere and odde 
After our Saviour Christ his birth, 

When King Athelstone wore the crowne, 
I lived heere upon the earth. 20 

Sometime I was of Warwicke erle, 

And, as I sayd, of very truth 
A ladyes love did me eonstraine 

To seeke strange ventures in my youth ; 

To win me fame by feates of armes 25 

In strange and sundry heathen lands ; 

Where I atchieved for her sake 

Right dangerous conquests with my hands. 

For first I sayled to Normandye, 

And there I stoutlye wan in fight ^ 

The emperours daughter of Almaine, 

From manye a vallyant worthye knight. 

Then passed I the seas to Greece, 
To helpe the emperour in his right. 

Against the mightye souldans hoaste ss 

Of puissant Persians for to fight : 

Where I did slay of Sarazens, 

And heathen pagans, manye a man ; 

And slew the souldans cozen deere. 

Who had to name doughtye Coldr^ln. 40 
17, Two hundred, MS. and PC. 
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— OF SIE Gur. 

US knight, 

i I did puraae : 

g of Tyre, alsoe, 

.dana hoast, 
embassage sent, 
ad awaye with mee ; 
im in his tenL 

) in that land 

itt me by the waye, 

lid alsoe slay. 

le seas from Greece, 
rje land aright ; 
)f Pavye killed, 
ion t« requite. 

came with speede, 
lelis, lady bright ; 
I travelled fan- 
Md and my might. 

Joused her, 

but ibrtye dayes, 

ladye faire, 

er bevond the s«as. 
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All cladd in gray, in pilgrim sort, ss 

My voyage from her I did take 

Unto the blessed Holy-Land, 

For Jesus Christ my Saviours sake. 

Where I Erie Jonas did redeeme, 
And all his sonnes, which were fifteene, to 

Who with the cruell Sarazens 
In prison for long time had beene. 

I slew the gyant Amarant 

In battel fiercelye hand to hand, 

And doughty Barknard killed I, 75 

A treacherous knight of Pavye land. 

Then I to England came againe, 

And here with Colbronde fell I fought ; 

An ugly gyant, which the Danes 

Had for their champion hither brouglit. so 

I overcame him in the feild. 

And slewe him soone right valliantlye ; 
Wherebye this land I did redeeme 

From Danish tribute utterlye. 

And afterwards I offered upp as 

The use of weapons solemnlye 
At Winchester, whereas I fought, 

In sight of manye farr and nye. 



THE LEGEND OF SIB GOT. 

' But first,' neare Winsor, I did slaye 

A ■hr.ro nf nassuig might and strength ; so 
1 Enghmd never was 
esee both in bredtli and length. 

lonea in Warwicie yett 
castle tiiere doth lye ; 
eeld-bones to this day ' us 
he dtye of Coventrye. 

i heath I alsoe slewe 
3a wyld and cruell beast, 
Q-cow of Dunsmore heath ; 
lye people had opprest. i" 

Ijones in Warwicke yett 
nonument doth lye, 
posed to lookers viewe, 
as struige, they may espye. 

Northumberland m 

in fight destroye, 
the man and bea'^t oppresae, 
1 countrye sore annoye. 

(Varwicke I did come, 
n poore, and was not knowne ; 
ived a hermitts life ui 

more out of the towne. 
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Where with my hands I hewed a house 
Out of a craggy rocke of stone, 

And lived like a palmer poore 115 

Within that cave myself alone : 

And daylye came to begg my bread 

Of Phelis att my castle gate ; 
Not knowne unto my loved wiffe, 

Who dailye mourned for her mate. 120 

TiU att th^ last I feU sore sicke, 
Yea, sieke soe sore that I must dye ; 

I sent to her a ring of golde, 

By which shee knew me presentlye. 

Then shee repairing to the cave, 125 

Before that I gave up the ghost, 

Herself closd up my dying eyes ; 
My Phelis faire, whom I lovd nM>st 

Thus dreadftil death did me arrest, 

To bring my corpes unto the grave, lao 

And like a palmer dyed I, 

Wherby I sought my soule to save. 

My body that endured this toyle, 
Though now it be consumed to mold, 

My statue, faire engraven in stone, m 

In Warwicke still you may behold. 



lEVEN CHAMPIONS OP CHRISTEN- 
DOM. 



Famous Hisiorie of the Seven Champion» of 
dom, is tbe vork of Richard Johnson, a bal- 
it of Bome note at the end (^ the 1 6th and 
ig of the 17th century. All tlutt b knovn of 
f be seen in Chappel's lotrodoction to Ihe 
Garland of Golden Roiei, of which Johnson 
compiler or the author. (Percy Society, vol. 
[he Story of St. George and the Fair Sabm," 
•cy, " i j taken almost verbatim from the old 
legend of Sir Bevia of Hampton." 
leuen Champions ia twice entered on the Sta- 
Regiaters in the year 1596. It ia here re- 
from A CoUtction of Old BaOads, 1723, vol. 
'he same copy is in Evans's collection, L 372. 

>w of the Seven Championa here 
My purpose is to write, 
show how they with sword and spear 
Put many foes to flight ; 
stressed ladies to release, 
^d captives bound in chains, 
at Christian glory to increase 
Which evermore n 



THE SEVEN CHAMPIONS OF CHBISTENDOM. li 

First, I giTe 70U to understand 

That great Saint George hj name, 
Was the true champion of our land ; 

And of Ilia birth and fame, 
And of his noble mother's dream, 

Before that he was bom. 
The nhich to her did dearly seem 

Her dajB would be forlorn. 

This wad her dream ; that she did bear 

A dragon in her womb ; 
Which griev'd this noble ladj foir, 

'Cause death must be her doom. 
This sorrow she could not conceal, 

So dismal was her fear. 
So that she did the same reveal 

Unto her husband dear ; 

Who went for to inquire straight 

Of an enchanteress ; 
When, knocking at her iron gate. 

Her answer it was this : 
'■ The lady shall bring forth a son, 

By whom, in tract of time. 
Great noble actions shall be done i 

He will to honour climb. 

" For he shall be in banners wore ; 
This truth I will maintain ; 
Your lady, she shall die before 1 



THE SEVEN OHAHPIOKS 

Tou see her face again." 

leave he took, and home he went ; 
lis wife departed lay ; 

that which did his grief augment, 
lie child was stole away. 

sn did he travel in despair, 

Fhere soon with grief he died ; 

ile the young child, his son and heir, 

>id constantly abide 

h the wise lady of the grove, 

a her enchanted cell ; 

ongst the woodij he oft did rove, 

[is beauty pleased her welL 

ided with love, she did impart, 

Fpon a certain day, 

bim her cunning magic art, 

■nd where six Champions lay 

hin a brazeu castle strong, 

ly an enchtmted sleep, 

L where they had continued long ; 

he did the castle keep. 

taught and show'd him eveiy thing 

hrough being free and food ; 

ich did her fatal ruin bring ; 

or with a silver wand 

dos'd her up into a rock, 

y giving one small stroke ; 



' So took possession of her stock, 
And the enchantment broke. 

Thoae Christian Champioua being freed 

From their enchanted state, 
Each mounted on his prandng st«ed, 

And took to travel straight ; 
Where we will leave them to pursue 

Kind fortune's favours still. 
To treat of our own champion, who 

Did courts with wonders filL 

For as he came to understand, 

At an old hermit's cell, 
How, in the vast Egyptian land, 

A dragon fierce and fell 
Threatened the ruin of them all, 

By his devouring jaws, 
His sword releaa'd them from that thrall, 

And soon remov'd the cause. 

This dreadful dragon must destroy 

A vii^iin every day, 
Or else with stinks he'll them annoy. 

And many thousands slay. 
At length the king's own daughter dear, 

For whom the court did mourn, 
"Was brought lo be devoured here. 

For she must take her turn. 



L 
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The king by proclamation said, 

If any hardy knight oo 

Could free this fair young royal maid, 

And slay the dragon quite. 
Then should he have her for his bride, 

And, after death, likewise 
His crown and kingdom too beside : » 

Saint George he won the prize. 

When miany hardy strokes he'd dealt. 

And could not pierce his hide, 
He run his sword up to the hilt 

In at the dragon's side ; i(« 

By which he did his life destroy. 

Which cheer'd the drooping king ; 
This caused an universal joy, 

Sweet peals of bells did ring. 

The daughter of a king, for pride m 

Transformed into a tree 
Of mulberries. Saint Denis spied, 

And being hungery. 
Of that fair fruit he ate a part. 

And was transformed likewise ut 

Into the fashion of a hart. 

For seven years precise. 

At which he long bewail'd the loss 

Of manly shape : then goes 
To him his true and trusty horse, us 

107, which Dennis. 
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And brings a blushing rose, 
By which the magic spell was broke, 

And both were fairly freed 
From the enchanted heavy yoke : 

They then in love agreed. 120 

Now we come to Saint James of Spain, 

Who slew a mighty boar, 
In hopes that he might honour gain. 

But he must die therefore : 
Who was allowed his death to choose, 125 

WWch was by virgins' darte, 
But they the same did all refuse. 

So tender were their hearts. 

The king's daughter at length, by lot, 

Was doomed to work his woe ; . i» 
From her fair hands a fatal shot. 

Out of a golden bow, 
Must put a period to the strife ; 

At which grief did her seize. 
She of her father begg'd his life ia« 

Upon her bended knees ; 

Saying, " my gracious sovereign Lord, 

And honoured father dear. 
He well deserves a large reward ; 

Then be not so severe. 1*) 

Give me his life ! " He grants the boon. 

And then without delay. 



I THE SETEN CHAMFI0K3 

This Spanish champion, ere 'twas noon, 
Rid with her quite awaj. 

Now come we to Saint Anthony, 

A man with valour fraught, 
The champion of fair Italy, 

Who many wonders wrought. 
First, he a mighty giant slew, 

The terror of mankind : 
Young ladies fair, pure virgins too. 

This giant kept confined 

Within his castle walls of sKme, 

And gates of solid brass. 
Where seven ladies made their moan. 

But out they could not pass. 
Many brave lords, and knights likewise, 

To free them did engage, 
Who fell a bleeding sacrifice 

To this fierce giant's rage. 

Fwr daughters to a royal king ! 

Tet fortune, after all. 
Did our renowned champion bring 

To iree them from their thrall. 
Assisted by the hand of heaven. 

He ventured life and limb : 
Behold the fturest of the seven. 

She fell in love with him. 



OF CHRISTENDOM. 

That champion good, bold Saint Andr 

The famous Scottish knight, 
Dark gloomy deserts travelled througl 

Where Fhtebue gave no light. 
Haunted with spirits, for a while 

His weary course he ateera. 
Till fortune blessed him with a smile, 

And shook off all his fears. 

This Christian champion travell'd lon| 

Till at the length he came 
Unto the giant's castle strong, 

Great Blanderon by name, 
Where the king's daughters were trans 

Into the shape of swans i 
Though them he freed, their lather st< 

But he his malice shuns. 

For though five hundred armed knigh 

Did straight beset him round, 
Our Gbrietian champion with them fig 

Till on the heathen ground 
Most of those Pagans bleeding lay ; 

Which much perplexed the king ; 
The Scottish champion eleare the way 

Which was a glorious thing. 

Saint Patrick too, of Ireland, 
That noble knight of fame. 

He travelled, as we understand, 
VOL. I. 10 
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length he came 
where eatyrs dwelt, 
ies he beheld, 
ir raged fury felt, 
with sorrow fill'd. 

sword, and did maintain 

id bloody fray, 

leader he had slain ; 

lon fled away. 

1 asked the ladies fair, 

in silks array'd, 

they came, and who they w 

ered him and said : 

laughters to a king, 
rave Scottish knight 
ibiilation bring : 
took his flight, 
a we are in quest." 
ick then replies, 
iend, I cannot rest 
him likewise. 

you do intend 
ur lot with me, 
r mine shall you defend 
Lge cruelty," 
:ely gave consent 
oany miles ; 



Through shadj' grove 
In search of fortimi 

The Christian champi 

To the Tartarian « 
Where at their tilt am 

And such like royal 
He overthrew the onl; 

Of the Count Palal 
Thia noble action bein 

His fame began lo i 

The young Count's asA 

Tum'd all their joyi 
He bleeding lay, beret 

The father's son in 
But lords and ladies b 

Of our brave chami 
Saying, they ought to 

In characters of gol 

Here have I writ a fai 

Of each heroic deed 
Done by these knights. 

All those that shall i 
The ancient chronicles 

Ere since the world 
Can't boast of such rei 

Aa these brave knig 



! he was for England, 

lis was for France, isc 

for Spain, whose valiant hand 

ian fame advance : 

ly for Italy, 

r Scots ne'er fwls, 

tands for Ireland, ■■^■s 

id was for Wales. 

QU those stout champions names 

owned song : 

e ladies bound in chains, 

1 castles strong, ^ 

kDigfatly prowess free, 

ur to maintain : 

r lasting memory 

to age remain. 



ST. GEORGE AND THE DRAGON. 

From Percy's BeSgtiet, iii, 2T8. 

■- The fbllowiDg ballad is given (with some corrci 
tions) from two ancient bijtet-letter copies in tl 
Pepys collection ; one of which is id 12nio., the otht 

" The incidents in this, and the other ballad of T) 
Blrlk of St. George, are chiefly taken from the ol 
story-book of the Seven Champions of ChriMendomt 
nhicb, though now the plaything of children, was oni 
in high repute. Bishop Hall, in his satires, publishe 
in 1597, ranks 

" St. George's sorell, and his crosa of blood," 
among the most popular stories of his time." Perc 

This legend Is found in many foims in the northei 
laoguE^es. See 'the introduction to the Swedish ba 
lad Sand Gorans Visa, in Geijer & Afzelius, Svensk 
Folk-Visor, ii. 252, MUler St. Georg, in Dei Knabt 
Wimderhom, i. 151, Der Heilige Georg of Reinb. 
Ton Dom, in Ton der Hagen & Biisching's Deulsc) 
Gedichle des MUlelalters, and their Literarjscker Grui 
drm zur Geschichte der Deuischen Poesie, pp. sxix, 28 

Op Hector's deeds did Homer sing, 
And of the sack of stately Troy, 

What griefs fiiir Helena did bring, 
WWch waa Sir Paris' only joy : 



D THE DKAGON. 

And by my pen I will recite 

St. Gieorge's deeds, an English knight 

13 SO rude 

ng and many a day, 
its he eubdu'd, 
Christian way ; 
ventures past, 
«une at last. 

iltun doth tell, 
trey there did rest 
fierce and fell, 
ere full sore opprest : 
lus breath each day 
ty slay. 

did gn>w so great 
imita of the land, 
e mea did iiltreat 

nnin g out of hand ; 

;ht this fiend destroy, 
ey thug annoy. 

jfbre the king, 



death might bring 
ey could invent ; 
than brass was found, 
nr could pierce nor wound. 



ST. GEORGE ASD THE DEAGON- 

When this the people understood, 
They cryed out most piteoualye, 

The dragon's breath iDfeets their blood, 
That every day in heaps they dye ; 

Among them such a plague is bred, 

The living searce could bury the dead. 

No means there were, as they could hear. 
For to appease the dragon's rage, 

But to present some virgin clear, 

Whose blood his fury might asswage ; 

Each day he would a maiden eat, 

For to allay his hunger great. 

This thing by art the wise men found, 
Which truly must observed be ; 

Wherefore, throughout the city round, 
A virgin pure of good degree 

Was, by the king's commission, still 

Taien up to serve the dragon's will. 

Thus did the dragon every day 
Untimely crop some virgin flowr, 

Till all the maids were worn away, 
And poae were left him to devour ; 

Saving the king's fair daughter bright, 

Her father's only heart's delight. 

llien came the officers to the king. 
That heavy message to declare, 



ID THB DRAGON. 



ed here, 

lat is my dear," 

presenfly, 
rage they went ; 
ir dear should dye, 
K» prevent : 
dead," quoth they, 
the dragon's prey ; 

e rescued were, 
i thy life thereby ; 
i but faire, 
ir so should die." 
SEU^tbe king, 
ragon's sting." 

lear Aid say, 
lus for me, 
Iragon's prey ; 
:e alone 
land was thrown. 

ye," she said, 
xta perish quite ; 
lere was laid, 
iTork his spit«. 



ST. GEORGE AND THE DRAGON. 

And after be hath suckt my gore, 
Your land shall feel the. grief no more." 

" What hast thou done, my daughter dear. 
For to deserve this heavy scourge ? 
It is my fault, aa may appear, 

Wliicli makes the gods our state to purge 
Then ought I die, to sliat the strife. 
And to preserve thy happy life." 

Like mad-men, all the people cried, 
" Thy death to us can do no good ; 
Our safety only doth abide 

In making her the dragon's food." 
" Lo ! here I am, I come," quoth she, 
" Therefore do what you will with me." 

" Nay stay, dear daughter," quoth the qiieen, 
" And aa thou art a virgin bright, 
That hast for vertue famous been. 

Ho let me cloath thee all in while ; 
And crown thy head with flowCTS sweet. 
An ornament for virgins meet.!' 

And when ahe was attired so. 
According to her mother's mind. 

Unto the stake then did she go, 

To which her tender limbs they bind ; 

Aiid being bound to stake a thrall, 

She bade farewell unto them all. 



r dear," quoth she, 
oilier, meek and mild ; 
:ht nor weep for me, 
re another child ; 
r/s good I dye, 
ist willinglye." 

1 and all their tr^n 
■es went then their way, 
Ll«r there remain, 
I' dragon's prey : 
e weeping lye, 
came riding by. 

lady bright 
nto a stake, 
'aliant knight, 
ir his way did take : 
ien," then quoth he, 
luseth thee ? 

. his cross I vow, 
pired on my breast, 
I his brow, 

ince upon his chest : " 
whereas he stood, 
from the wood. 

Brst espy 

gon coming bo, 
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Unto St. George aloud did cry, 
And willed him away to go ; 
" Here comes that cursed fiend," quoth shi 
" That soon will make an end of me." 

St. Greorge then looking round about, 
The fiery dra^u soon espy'd, 

And like a knight of courage stout, 
Against him did most fiercely ride ; 

And with such blows he did him greet. 

He fell beneath his horse's feet 

For with hia launce, that was so strong. 
As he came gaping in his face, 

In at hia mouth he thrust along ; 
For he could pierce no other place : 

And thus within the lady's view 

This mighty dragon straight he slew. 

The savour of his poisoned breath 
Could do this holy knight no harm ; 

Thus he the lady sav'd from death, 
And home he led her by the arm ; 

Which when King Ptolemy did see, 

There was great mirth and melody. 

When as that valiant champion there 
Had slain the dragon in the field, 

To court he brought the lady fair, 

Which to their hearts much joy did y 



f £g7pt staid 
ly waa betray'd. 

lov'd the knight, 
r his only joy ; 
)ve waa brought to light, 
their great annoy. 
I waa in the court, 
ird did resort ; 

e pleasant air ; 

ake he us'd to walk ; 

oft did hear 

h Lady Sabra talk ; 

tw'd nnto the king, 

:irge great woe did bring. 

ther did devise 

IHiristian knight away : 
in curteoua wise 
'ay sent to Persia, 
Bophy him to kill, 
y his blood to spiil. 

:>d did him reward 
most subtilly, 
jies, they had regard 
»th most cruelly ; 
Persia land he rode, 
r'd each idol god. 



ST. QEORGE AND THE DRAGON. 

For which offence he straight was thn 
Into a dungeon dark and deep ; 

Where, when he thought his wrongs u 
He bitterly did wail and weep : 

Yet like a knight of courage stout, 

At length his way he digged out. 

Three groomB of the King of Persia 
By night this valliuit champion slen 

Though he had fasted many a day, 
And then away from thence he flew 

On the best steed the sophy had ; 

Which when he knew he was full mad 

Towards Christendom he made his fli; 

But met a gyant by the way, 
With whom in combat he did £ght 

Most valiantly a summer's day : 
Who yet, for all his bats of steel, 
Was forc'd the sting of death to feel. 

Back o'er the seas, with many bands 
Of warlike souldters soon he past, 

Vowing upon those heathen lands 
To work revenge ; which at the las 

Ere thrice three years were gone and 

He wrought nnto his heart's content. 

Save onely Egypt land he spar'd. 
For Sabra bright her only sake, 



IHE DRAGON. 

to make: 
xtme in field, 
iiickl^ yield. 

king he Eletr, 
1 his wife, 
rere tme, 
lead his life ; 



it lovely dame 
conducted strait, 
a came, 

went abne : 
ralour stiown. 

were, 
rest: 

< kill a deer 
ink it best : 
luch there, 
he deer. 



;e and fell, 
he same 
th to tell; 
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Down by the la47 ^^° *-^^7 ^'^' 
Whereby they shew'd she was a maid. 

But when he came from hunting back, 
And did behold this heavy chance, 

Then for his lovely vii^in'a salte 
His courage strait he did advance, 

And came into the lions sight, 

.Who ran at him with all their might. 

Their rage did him no whit dismay. 
Who, like a stout and valiant knight, 

Did both the hungry lyons slay 
Within the Lady Sabra's sight : 

Who all this while, sad and demure, 

There stood most like a virgin pure. 

Now when St. George did surely know 
This lady was a virgin true. 

His heart was glad, that erst was woe. 
And all his love did soon renew : 

He set her on a palfrey steed. 

And towards England came with speed. 

Where being in short space arriv'd 
Unto his native dwelling place, 

Therein with his dear love he liv'd, 
And fortune did his nuptials grace : 

They many years of joy did see. 

And led their lives at Coventry. 



STR GOWGHTER. 

monastery." In this, the "parlous child" is no 
offspring of Satan, but the foul fiend himself, 
assumea the Ibrm of the infant Zeno. (See Wai 
History of Engliak Poetry, ed. 1840, vol. i. 183, ii. 
God, that art of myghtis most, 
Fader, and Sone, and H0I7 Gost, 

That bought man on rode so dere ! 
Shelde vs from the fowle fende, 
That is a bout maimys sowle to shende 

All tymes of the jere. 
Sum tjme the fende hadde postee 
For to dele with ladies free 
In likenesse of here fere ; 
So that he begat MerlyDg and mo, 
And wrought ladies so mikil wo, 
That ferly it 13 to here. 

A selcowgh thyng that is to here, 
A fend to nyegh a woman so nere, 

To make here with childe ; 
And mannes kynde of here to tan. 
For of him self hath he non. 

Be Marie, maide mylde, 
As clerkis sayn, and weten wel howe ; 
T may not all reherce nowe, 

T. " The belief in the sexual coanectian betirsen de 
and mortals, weis, in the middle ages, yeij general, am 
dependent of the instance of Merlin, (which is so gem 
known, and in the ballad particularly alluded to,) was 
posed to have been the origia of even aome of ibe sail 
the Romiih Calendar." Uttbrboh, 
VOL. I. 11 
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STB GOWGHTER. 

When the feste gan to seese, 
The worthi duk and ducheeae 

They leaid t<^;eder with wenne ; 
Full vii yere togeder thai were, 
He gat DO childe, ne none she bere, 

Here ioj g&a wex full thenne. 
As it biflU vpon a day, 
To the lady he gan say, 
" Now mote we part a twene, 
But ye myght a childe here, 
That myght my londes weld and were 

She wept aad myght not blynne. 

Than momed the lady clere, 
That al falwyd hire faire chere, 

For she conceyuid nowght. 
She prwd to Crist and Marie mylde, 
Shulde hire grace .to haue a childe, 

In what manner she ne rougLt. 
As she walkyd yn here orcheyerde vppi 
She mett a man in a ricbe aray, 

Of loue be here bisowght ; 
He come in likuesse of here lorde free 
Voder nethe a chestayn tree 

Hia will with here be wrought. 

Whan he had bis will ydoon, 
A fowle fend he stode vppe soon ; 
He lokid and hire bybilde, 



SYR GOWGHTER. 

Til slie was Jeliverd alte la.st 

Of on that wolde do scathe ; 
To the church thei gan him here, 
And cristen his name Goughthcre, 
That at'terwarde wax breme and bi 

The lord comforted the lady gent, 
And after norsis tmone he sente, 

Of the best in that contree ; 
Sume were nobell knyghtea wyfes ; . 
He sak go sore the! lost here lyfes, 

Full gone he hadde slayn three. 
The childe throfe and swjthe wax, 
The duk sent after other sex, 

As wetnesse the storie : 
Or that the xii monthis weren comyn 
Nyen norsys he had ysloon, 

Ladies faire and free. 

Knyghtia of thatcontregadered hem i 
And said, " forsothe tliis is no game, 

To sle jn here ladies soo ; " 
Thay bad him ordeyne for his sone, 
For he myght not haue his wone, 

Than bifill his moder a ferly happo ; 
On a day she bad him here pappe, 
And he arighte bere soo, 



>W«HTEB. 



ipe the ladj aore, 

5owghtere ; 
with other foode, 

■ swere; 

re he wez 
iid in sex, 

I withe, 
not chastiihe, 
ght that tyde. 
jwerde in honde, 
; in all that londe 

ider was dede, 

no man hide. 

: she haue none, 

3 and Btone 

fledde; 

' and hild her there, 

g of sorow and care, 



ara qowobtkb. 

So atrftit thai were beatedde. 
For where he mett hem bi the way, 
Alas, the while, thei myght say, 

That euer his moder him fedde I 
For with his fauchon he wold hem sloo, 
Or strike here hors bake a twoo, 

Swicb parell thei dredde. 

Thus waa the duk of grete renowQ ; 
Men of reli^on he throug hem down 

Where he myght hem mete ; 
Alasse nor mateyns wold he nooe here, 
Ne no prechyng of no frere. 

Thus dare I yow behele. 
And tho that wold not werk his will, 
£rly and lat«, lowde and st^, 

Ful sore he wold hem bete ; 
Huntyng he loued altherebest, 
In parkes, and in wild forest, 

Where he myght it gete. 

As he rode oq hualyng vppon a day, 
He saw a nonnery bi the high way. 

And theder gao he ride ; 
The prioresse, and here couent. 
With procession agayn him went, 

Trewly in that tyde. 
Thei kneled down vppon here knee, 
And sud : " Liege lord, welcome be yee : 

Yn hert ia nowght to hide, — 
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fe hem home ioto here chirche, 

end hem vppe : thus gan he werch, lu 

lose sprong ful wide. 

tJiat wold on God belefe, 

j abowte hem to greue, 

II that he myght doo : 

les mariagies wold he spill, w 

ice wyfea agayn here will, 

ale here husbondes too, 

le preates and clerkea to lepe on cn^ges, 

; and frert:s to hong on knaves, 

! wonderly wold he doo : im 

nt vp heremitea on a fire, 

lid widows the same hire, 

vrought hem mochill woo, 

. old erll of that contree, 
duk than rode hee, a» 

said, " Su-, whi doest thow boo? 
x>meat neuer of Criats strene, 
trt sum fendea sone y wene, 
ii werkis it semeth ao. 
oeat no good, but euer ill, 
rt hi aibbe the deuel of hell." — 20s 

1 was Sir Giowghter thro, 
id, " if thou lye on rae, 
I and todraw ihalt thow be, 
lan thow fro me go." a* 



STR OOWGHTEH 

He kept this erU fast in holde. 
And to his moderis caatel lie \ 

As fast as he may ryde ; 

He said to his moder free, 

" Who was'my fader? tell thow 

Or my swerd shal thorow th 
He Bet the poynt to here bresi 
And said, " dame, thow getest 

The sothe if thow hide." — 
She said, "sone, the duke that 
That is owt of this world pasti 

He weddid me with pride. 

" The Bothe trewly shal I say ; 
As y went in owre orcheyerd 

A fend bygatle ihe thore ; 
He come in liknesse of my lor 
Vndemethe a chestan tree ; "— 

Tho sythed Sir Gowghter fi 
And said, " shryue the, moder. 
For y will to Rome er than y 

To leue vpan other lere," 
Swych a thought fell yppon hi 
That ofte he gan to crye mere; 

To Jesu that Marie bare. 

Than Sir Gowghter rode him 
And to the olde erll he gan sa; 
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how me: 
to tliat appostell, 
after asoyled ; 
,j casWl free." 

erll than, 
lesse and mayr ; 



3r liorse, nor man, 
ryn than ryde, 
with him thoo, 

his side, 
n be seeh ; 

the popes spech, 

[>on bis kne, 

ill sone ; 
bigh sown 

Minted his bone. 

1 of what centre ? " 
," said hee, 

1 Bk fende, 

dajes ben done." 



" Art thow Cristyn ? " said hee, 
" Trewlj, Sir," he eaide, " Yee ; 

My name ia Gowghter." 
" Than," siud the pope, " thou art comyn he( 
Or ells y most haue gon theder, 
And that ful lothe me were : 
For thow hast ho]y chirch destroyed." 
" Holy fader," he said, " be noght anoyed, 
I shall the verely swere, 
That what painea je me yeue, 
I shall do that, if y may leue, 
And neuer cristen man dere." 

" Lay down thy fauchon than the fro, 

Thon shalt be shreuen er thow go, 

And aasoyled er I blynae." 

" Nay, holy fader," said Gowghter, 

" This fauchon most y with me here, 

My frendes ht4>pely ben ful thynne." 
" Thow shalt walk north and aowthe, 
And gete thi mete owt of houndia mouth, 

Thia pennance ahalt thow gynne : 
And speke no word, euen ne odde, 
Til thow haue very wetyng of Godde, 
Foi^vyn be all thy synne." 

He kneled byfore the worthy apposlell. 
That aolemly gan him assoyle, 
With worde as y yow aaye : 
Of aU that day met« gat he none, 
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aufe owt of a houndes mouth a bone, 

And forth he went hia way. 
[e trauayled out of that cetee, 
ito another fer contree, «• 

For sothe as I yow say : 
[e set him down vppon an hill, 
. greyhounde brought brede him till, 

At hegh Done of the day. 

hre dayea there he lay, *" 

jid a greyhound every day, 
A barly lofe him browgbt. 

he fowrethe day him come none, 

And thanked Grod in tbowght. 
ysyde him stode a faire castell, *» 

he emporour of Almayn thereyn gan dwell, 

And tbeder him gothe ful softe ; 
[e set him down withowt the gale, 
[e durst not goon yn thereate. 

Though him were woo yn thowghL sw 

han way tes blew vppon the wall, 
inyghtes gadered hem in to the hall. 

They wysshe, and went to mete : 

p he rose, and yn is goon, 

ssher at the hall dore fond he non, sa 

Ne porter at the gate. 
[e presed blythely thorow the prese, 
Iven til the hegh bord he chese, 
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There vnder he made hia sele; 
There come the steward with a. rod 

To do him thens thus he wold foade, 
"_ And Ihret him to bete. 

" Wliat is that?" smd the emperour; 
The stewarde said, with grete bonowre, 
" My lord, it is a man, 
The fayrest, and the most, that euer j se 
Come se yowreselfe that ia no lye ; — " 

The emperour till him cam. 
But worde of him cowde they non gete ; 
" Lete him sit," said the emperour, " and ge 

Ful litell good he can ; 
Or that may happe thorow sum chaunce. 
That it ia geue him in sum penaunce," 

Thus said the emperore tluume. 

Whao the emperour was all servyd, 
A knyght had his mete ykervyd. 

He sent the donune man part : 
He let hit slonde, and wolde non, 
But a spaynel come rynne with a bone. 

And in his moulh he that lart. 
The domme man to him he raught. 
And that bone to him he cawght, 

There on fast he tare ; 
For other sustinaunce he had nowght, 
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But Bucb as be fro houndes cawght, m 

3 care. 

the empresse, 

1 the deyse, 

n b]rhilde ; 

houndea mele ynowgh, a» 

with hem gnowth, 

st belde. 

!9 he was fedde ; 

iber he was ledde, 

r a teld : m 

lame to hall, 

e thei gan hym calle ; 

him yelde. 

le emporour, 

e 03 lylie flowre, "» 

le as he : 

ke, but Bhe ne myghl, 

le sighed, 

f blee. 

j1 good frend, xc 

iindes for his loue wold 

te plente : 

. other bri^t, 

il thei speke ne myght, 

re pete. m 
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Than in on morow come a maasynger, 
To the emporour with sfeme chere, 

And said to him ful right : 
" Syr, my lords wel greteth the, 
That ia Sowdan of Pei-ce, 

Man most of myght ; 

" And byddeth that thow sbuldest him send 
Thyn owne dowzter, that is so hend, 

That he myght hire wedde." 
The emporour said, " y have none but ooi 
And she is domme as eny stone, 

The fairest Ihat euer was fedde. 
And y will neur while y am sownde, 
Yeue hire to none hethyn hounde ; 

Than were my bales bredd ; 
Yet may she sum good halo we seche, 
Thorow grace of God, to haue speche." 

Agayn the massenger spedde. 

And when he tolde hia lords soo, 
In ^t contree was moch woo ; 

The sowdan cam ful nere ) 
The emporour was dowghti man vnder si 
And met the sowdan in the filde,- 

For both had batayle there. 
Sir Oowghter went to chamber smert. 
And bysowght Grod in his hert, 

A3 be had bowght him dere, 



send him bothe anuor and shilde, 

a hors to ride in the fild. 

Do help bis lord yere, • 

ne had so sone that ithought, 
H>lblack Btede was bim ybrougbt, 

jlode redy withowt tbe dore, 
d armor of the same color ; 
he stert with grete honor, * 

3e was both styf and store. 
^Id on shulder gan be hong, 
d cawght a awerd that was larg and loQg, 
He spared nether lesse, ne more ; 
'tat the castel yates he went; * 

this saw the domme lady gent, 
\s she stode in hire towre. 

e gowdan tliat was so sleme and stowte, 

1 fast in the filde he prikyd abowte, 

To sembill his men he cast : < 

■ that tyme Sir Gowzter was come there, 

id many stowte shildes down he bare. 

And laid on wonder fast. 

'ete Btedes be made to staker, 

id koyghts armour all to Aalour, i 

Wban blode thorow brenyys brast : 

iny helmys there he bitt, 

>right myght thei not sitt. 

But to tbe ground he hem cast. 



SIB OOWOHTER. 1 . 

He put the sowdan to flyght, 
Sir Gowghter so moch of mygbt. 

He slow Saresines bjdene : 
He rode hime byfore the emporour ; — 
Al this saw the lady in her (owre. 

That was botbe bright aad shene. 

He went to hi^ chamber, and vnarmyd him ) 
Hia horse and barneys away was done, 

He wyst [not] where it bycam ; 
When the emporour wessh and went to m 
Vnder the hegh bord he made his sele ; 

Two small raches to him come. 

The lady toke twey greyhoundes fjn, 
And wyash here mouthes clene with wync 

And put a lofe in that one : 
He rawght it fro him with eger mode, 

Ful wet was him bygone. 

When he had made him wel at ese, 
He went to chamber, and toke his ese, 

Withyn that worthly wone : 
On the morow agayn come the massynger. 
Fro the eowdan with steme chere, 

To the emporour is he gone. 

And said : " Sir, here b my letter ; 
My lord is come to assay the better ; 
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the felde, 

Ynder shilde, 

I ten: 

id be." 

m said he ; *» 

Jie ; 

«r thorow his myght 

ad armour biyght ; 

frith and fenne. 

el amied ; *» 

story said, 
betwene ; 
e to stomble, 
tackjs to lomble, 
iid kene. «w 

e helme and shylde, 

irs in the felde, 

right and shene ; 

iresyns blak, 

ea for to crake; ^ 

i the emporour, 

lygbt that is so st^e and 

ede, 

, He. ITS, When. 
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Both hora, armour, and liis eleede ? 

A thousand Sarezyna he hath made blede 

Aod beteea hem to dethe, 
That heder ia come to help me ; 
And yesterday in blak was he, 

That stered hem in that stede, 

And so he will er he goo hens, 
His dentis be heuy aa lede." 

He behild his fawehon fel, 

And saw he beset his stroke well. 

And that he wastid none ; 
The emporour priked into his pres, 
A nobell knight withowten lea, 

He made the sowdan to gon. 

Sir Gowghter went to his chamber sone, 
His hora and his armour away was done, 

He wyat neuer whare : 
The emperonr wyssh, and wente to mete, 
And with him other lordea grete, 

That at the bataile were. 
Vndur the high bord Sir Giowghter him s 
The lady haght here greyhoundes yfette, 

Prevely as no Ihyng were ; 
She fed hem, the ful sothe to say, 
Right as she dyd the first day. 

For no man wold she spare. 
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3 hall, 

Y a lady small, 
^ralsi; 

to his bed and laj, 
^ for to play, « 

it he had cawght, 

U fawght, 

1 crye. 

och Tppon his GjDDe, » 

sowle Wynne, 

the gkye. 

to bedde were bown, 

era of grete renown, 
olde. «! 

16 the massynger, 
,h steme chere, 
emporour, thi ioy is colde : 
led a new powers, 
tad thi dowghter dere, ft 
hall be solde, 
:, body and bon, 

wid." 

d the emporour ; '-> 

i well strong power, 

■f y may ; 
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Dowghti knyghls, larg and long, 
Wei j-armyd euer among, 

By high prime of tlie day." 
On hors redy, with shelde and spere, 
Tlie nobill knyght Sir Gowghter, 

To Jesu Grist gan hi pray, 
Shild [toj send him [and] armour titf 
So had he, and a steede mylk white, 

And rode aAer in good aray. 

Hya twey comynge the domme lady h 
And his thyrdde wendyog withowten 

She prayed for him full radde ; 
Rode he not with brag, nor host. 

He folowes euer the tradde. 
The emporour had the forward, 
And Gowghler rode byfore his bard, 

Of knyghtes he was odde j 
Grete lordes of hetlienesse to deth be 
And hire bandfis to the erth he slong, 

Hia etrolcea fil full sadde. 

The sowdan bare in sabill hlak 
Thre lyona withouten lak, 

All of sylver shene ; 
On was crowned with gowles reede, 
Another with gold in that stede, 

The thred with dyuera of grene. 
His helme was ful richely fret, 
Al with riche charbocles bysett, 
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Aod dyamoimde bytweue ; 
His batell was ful well araid, 

ode displayed ; 

it Gowghtere, *» 

[elj in bia gere, 

tter to secfae ; 

awchon tut, 

id, and rose not jet, 

3che. «» 

n anger, ne tene, 

loulen wene, 

dea wreche } 

;erd, he durst not ete, 

andes be myght get« ; «» 

e gan tecfae. 

ter the gentil knjgbt ; 
lat was so steme in fight, 
ts tanne; 

lowdan he was ledde, ss 
after, and' made him leue 

hede thanne. 

B lorde, and browght him 



th hert fajne, 
blode and bon ; 
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Eight with that come a Sarezyn — 

spere, 
Thorow Bhilde and ahulder smote Gow 

Tho made the domme lad^ mone. 
For sorow fwhan] she saw that stowre 
She sowne, and fill owt of hir towre, 

And brak full negh her necke : 
Two squyres in him bare, 
And iii. daies she moued not jare, 

As thowh she had be dede. 

The emporour wyssh, and went to meti 
And with him o^er lordes grete, 

That at the batiull hadde ben : 
Sir Giowghter was wounded sare, 
Into the hall he gan fare, 

He myssyd the lady ahene. 

Among the houndes his mete he wan ; 
The emporour was a earful man, 

For his dowgbter gent : 
Massyngers were sent to Rome 
After the pope, and he come sone 

To here terement. 
Whan cardynales herd this tidyngea, 
Thei come to hir beryengs ; 

Such grace God hath here sent, 
That she st«red hir selfe, and ras, 
And spake wordes that witti was 

To Sir Gowghl«r, with good ent«nt. 



SYR GOWGHTER. 

" my Lorde of hevjn gretelh tbe 

en thi synnes, euery dell, 

untetli the his blysse ; eio 

h the speke boldely, 

dryak,and make the mery ; 
ihalt ben on of his." 
le said (o the emporour, 

knyght that hath fowghlen in slowrc, 
■ in thre batellia ywys : " '■'<> 

liat shroffe Gowghter at Rome, 
im whan he theder come, 
ly gan him kys. 

LOW bycome Goddes childe, ea 

lot drede of thi werkys wjld, 
le I tell it the." 

ace of God, and the popia stent, 
ide wedde the lady gent, 
■lays was and fre. sa 

dy good and &ire, 
faders londes eyre, 
may none be ; 
wold no lenger lend, 
em all his blessyng hend ; em 

e than went he. 

fest was browght to ende, 
iter gan to Oaliyche wend, 
Fe the old erf all. 
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And made him wedde his moder fayre ; t« 

Of all his faderis londes he made him eyre, 

That was bothe gentill and small. 
Sygthe he bildyd an abbay, 
And yaf therto rent for ay, 

And said, " be beried here y shall ; " C40 

And thereyn put monkes blake. 
To rede and syng, for Goddes sake, 

And closid it withyn a wall. 

For thowh the pope had him yshreue. 

And his synnes were foreyeue, 6« 

Yet was his hert full sore. 
That he shuld so wyckedly werch, 
To brenne the nonnes in here cherch : 

Another abbay made he thore. 
There he did make another abbay, tso 

And put theryn monkes gray. 

That mykill cowde of lore : 
To syng and rede, to the worldeys ende. 
For the nonnes that he brend. 

All that cristen were. ew 

Thus went Sir Gowghter home agayn. 
By that tyme he come to Almayn, 

His wyf is fader was dede ; 
Tho was he lord and emporour ; 
Of all christendome he bare the flowre, eoo 

Aboue the Sarezyns hede. 



What man bad him for Godde sake do, 
Trewly he was redy therto, 

And slode poure men in stede ; 
' ' ■ " ' " men in here right, 

rith his myght ; 

rrede; 

Daoy a zere, 



yne of gold, 
t is tolde, 
ike: 
or to se, 
! wit, parde, 
forsake. 



thes most, 
[oly Gost, 

talkyng, 
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Tblyasyd mote they b6 : 
God yeue hem grace whan they shal ende 
To heuyn blys here sowlea weod, 

With angelys bryght of ble ! 

Amen, pur charite 



KNIGHT OF CURTESY, AND THE 
FAIR LADY OF FAGUELL. 



umnTis dou Chastelain de Couci, (publiahed by 
clet, in 1829, from a manuscript of the 11th 
) is the apparent source of the incidents of this 
Lie. The author of the English story, how' 
tks to give an entirely different character to 
ions of the principal personages ; and in thia 
owed hy the Due de la Vailifere, in his pathetic 
im on the same eubjecL Renault, ch^telain, 
nor of one of the castles, of the Sire de Coucy, 
lied, by a strange perversion, the Enight of 
) was a famous poet, musician, and chevalier, 
ig to the romance, he assumed the cross with 

Cceur-de-Lion, in 1 190, and was mortally 
I in a combat with the Saracens two years 
The name of the Lady of Fayel is unknown. 

without reason, been called Gabrielie de Vci'- 
atory being, it would seem, confounded with 
lie Chaatellaine de Vergy, (see Legrand, Fub- 

98,) to which it bears no real resemblance. 
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The horrible catastrophe has been imitated, or ig 
repeated, in various narratives of unhappy love. In 
Italian it is found in two of the novels of Boccaccio 
(Decameron^ iv. 1, 9) ; in Proven<jal, it is related of a 
troubadour, Guilhem de Cabestanh ; in Spanish, of a 
Marquis d'Astorga, under Charles II. ; and in the Lai 
d'lgnaur^s, of the hero, a Breton chevalier.* Boccac- 
cio's Tancred and Ghismonda has been made the sub- 
ject of not a few English dramas and poems. A prose 
version is given in Painter's Palace of Pleasure; and 
one in verse, from the Latin of Aretino, by William 
Walter, was printed by Wynkyn de Worde in 1532, 
reprinted in 1597, and again at Edinburgh in 1812, 
( Certain Worthy Manuscript Poems, &c.) 

The Songs of the Ch^telain de Coucy have been 
carefully edited, with the music, by M. Francisque 
Michel, prefaced by an Essay on the life of the author, 
in which manv mistakes of previous writers are recti- 
fied, (^Chansons du Chdtelain de Coucy, Paris, Cra- 
pelet, 1830.) The Chronique du Chastelain de Couci 
by Fauchet, the most important authority after the ro- 
mance, and the poem of the Due de la Vallifere, are in 
the same volume. 

The following piece was republished by Kitson, 
{Metrical Romances, iii. 193,) from an old quarto 
pamphlet, in black-letter, and without date, printed at 
London by Copland, *^ before 1668." 

In Faguell, a fayre countre, 
A great lorde somtyme dyd dwell, 
Which had a lady so fayre and fre 
That all men good of her dyd tel. 
• Ed. by Monmerqu^ and Michel, Paris, 1832, 



) rnE KNIGHT of CCBTESr, AHD 

Fayre and pleasaunt she was in sight, 
Gentyl and amyable in eche degre, 
Cbasts to her lorde, bothe day and nyght, 
1 upon the tre. 

ed, bothe yonge and olde, 
and gentjbiesee ; i 

de was a knight bolde, 
d ful of doughtinesse. 

of his hardynesse, 

re of eche degre, 

lied him, douUesse, i 

ght of Curtesy. 

jiurteys was and bolde, 
lerde therof anone ; 
«ke with him he wolde ; 
33aengere ia gone, a 

ato this knight, 
•, I pray God you ae ; 
aell you aendeth ryght 
io gretynge by me. 

u in all hastynge i 

oourt for to dwell, 
e no maner of thynge, 
ea, and many a cast^lL" 
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The curteyse knight was sone content, 
And in all diligence that might be so 

Wyth the messyngere anone he went, 
This lorde to serve with humylite. 

Fast they rode bothe day and nyght, 
TyU he unto the lorde was come ; 
And whan the lorde of hym had a sight, 85 
Right frendly he did him welcome. 

He gave hym towenes, castelles and towres ; 
Whereof all other had envye ; 
They thought to reve him his honoures, 
By some treason or trechery. « 

This lady, of whome I spake before, 
Seyng this knight so good and kynde. 
Afore all men that ever were bore 
She set on hym her herte and minde. 

His paramour she thought to be, ^ 

Hym for to love wyth herte and minde ; 
Nat in vyce, but in chastyte. 
As chyldren that together are kynde. 

This knight also, curteyse and wyse, 
With herte and mynde both ferme and fast, w 
Lovyd this lady wythouten vyse, 
Whyche tyU they dyed dyd ever laste. 
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Both night and day these lovers ti-ue 
Suffred great pajne, wo, and grevaance, 
How eche to otherthejr minde might shewe ; 
e last, by a sodaine chaunce, % 

ht was in a garden grene, 
began him fo complayne : 
he sayd, with mumjmge eyen, 
ray herte in wo and payne. « 

ournynge can I nat refrayne, 
es iove dothe me so wounde ; 
le hath of me disdayne : " 
; he fell downe to the grounde. 

in a wyndowe laye, » 

tc colde as any stone ; 
nat what fo do nor saye, 
i herde the knightes moDe. 

ed that lady of renowne, 
« was no colour founde ; n 

the gardeui came she dovme, 
. this knight lye on the grounde. 

; sawe hym lye 30 for her sake, 
for wo was almoost gone ; 
imforte coude she none take, « 
oune fell downe hym upon ; 
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So sadly that the knyght awoke, 

And whan that he sawe her so nere, 

To hym comforte anone he toke, 

And began the lady for to chere. » 

He sayd, " Lady and love, alas ! 
Into this cure who hath you brought ? " 
She sayd, " My love, and my solas. 
Your beaute standeth so in my thought, 

" That, yf I had no worldly make, ss 

Never none should have my herte but ye." 
The knyght sayd, " Lady, for your sake, 
I shal you love in chastyt^. 

" Our love,'* he sayde, " shal be none other 
But chaste and true, as is betwene » 

A goodly syster and a brother. 
Fro luste our bodyes to kepe clene. 

" And where so ever mi body be, 

Bothe day and night, at every tyde. 

My simpele herte in chastite w 

Shall ever more, lady, with you abide." 

This lady, white as any floure. 
Replete with feminine shamei^tnesse, 
Begayn to chaunge her fare coloure. 
And to hym sayd, " My love, doubtelesse, loo 
VOL. I, 13 
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" Under suche forme I shall you love, 
With faythful herte in chastite. 
Next unto God that is above, 
Bothe in welthe and adversyte." 



Eche of them kjssed other truely : los 

But, ever alas ! ther was a fo 
Behynde the wall, them to espye. 
Which after tomed them to muche wo. 

Out of the gardyn whan they were gone, 
Eche from other dyd departe, no 

Awaye was all theyr wofull mone. 
The one had lyghted the others herte. 

Than this spye of whome I tolde, 
Whyche stode behinde the garden wall, 
Wente unto his lorde ful bolde, im 

And sayd, " Syr, shewe you I shall, 

" By your gardyn as I was walkynge, 

I herde the Knight of Curtesye, 

Which with your lady was talkinge, 

Of love unlawfull pry vely : 120 

" Therfore yf ye suffre him for to procede, 

Wyth your lady to have his joye. 

He shal bee lede fro you in dede. 

Or elles they bothe shall you distroye." 
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Whan than the lorde had understaode 
The wordea that the spye him tolde, 
He Bware he would rydde him fro that [li 
Were he never bo stronge and bolde. 

He sware an othe, by God ahnyght, 
That he ehould never be glade certayv 
While that knight was in his sight, 
Tyl that he by some meane were slmm 

Than let he do crye a feeat 
For every man that thider wolde come 
For every man, hothe moost and leest ; 
Tfayder came lordes bothe olde and yon^ 

The lorde was at the table set, 
And his lady by him that tide ; 
The Knight of Curtesy anone was fet, 
And set downe on the other syde. 

Theyr hartes should have be wo-begon 
If they had knowea the lordes thought 
But whan that they were styll echone, 
The lorde these wordes anone forth broi 

" Me thinke it is fyttinge for a knight 
For ftventurea to enquyre, 
And nat thus, bothe day and night, 
At home to sojoume by the fyre. 



196 THE KNIGHT OF CURTESY, AND 

" Therfore, Syr Knight of Curtesye, 
This thinge wyl I you counseyll ; i« 

To ryde and go throughe the eountre, 
To seke adventures for your avayle. 

" As unto Rodes, for to fight, 

The Christen fayth for to mayntayne ; 

To shewe by armes your force and my^t, i« 

In Lumbardy, Portyngale, and in Spayne.*' 

Than spake the knyght to the lord anone : 
" For your sake wyl I aventure my lyfe, 
Whether ever I come agayne or none, 
And for my ladyes sake, your wyfe. i6o 

" If I dyd nat, I were to blame." 
Than sighed the lady with that worde ; 
In dolour depe her herte was tane, 
And sore wounded as wyth a sworde. 

Than after dyner the knight did go ibs 

His horse and hameyse to make redy ; 
The woful lady came him unto, 
And to him sayd right pyteously : 

" Alas ! yf ye go, I must complayne 
Alone as a woful creature ; vo 

If that ye be in batayle slayne, 
On lyve may I not endure. 
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" Alas, unhappy creature ! 
Where shal I go, where shal I byde 
Of delhe sothely nowe am I sure, 
And all worldly joye I ehal set asayi 

A payre of Bheres than dyd she tak* 
And cut of her here bothe yelowe am 
" Were thia," than eayd she, " for m 
Upon your helme, moche curteyae kni 

" I shall, dere lady, for your sake," 
This kayght sayd, with styl morning 
No comforte to him coude he take, 
Nor absteine him fro perfounde sygl 

For grete pyt« I can not wryte 
The sorowe that was betwene them 
Also I have to small respyte 
For to declare tbeyr payne and wo. 

The wofull departinge and complayi 
That was betwene these lovers tway 
Was never man that coude depaynt. 
So wofully did they complayne. 

The teres ran from theyr eyen tway 
For doloure whan they did departe ; 
The lady in her castell did remayne, 
Wyth langour replenyashed was her 
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Now leve we here thia lady bryghl. 
Within her casl£l makings her mone, 
And toume we to the Curtejs Knyght, 

mmey forth is gone. sa 

! knight sayd he, 
uysten I wyl not fjght, 
wyl i go, 
! with all mj myghL'" 

heere unfolde, *■ 

le it Bet on hye, 
a of ryche golde, 
f his lady. 

helde was wrought, 

:s and beten golde, □< 

ras his thought, 

■e whan he dyd beholde. 

le by dale and downe, 
o enquyre, 

., cyte and towne ; m 

his desyre. 

where be came, 

he was fonnde, 
e pryee he wan, 
iversaryea to the grounde. 
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So whan he came to Lumberdye, 221 

Ther was a dragon theraboute, 
Whyche did great hurt and vylanye ; 
Bothe man and beste of hym had doubte. 

As this knight rode there alone, 223 

Save onely his page by his syde, 
For his lady he began to mone, 
Sore syghynge as he did ride. 



2ii0 



" Alas ! " he sayd, " my lady swete, 
God wote in what case ye be; 
Grod wote whan we two shall mete ; 
I feare that I shal never you se." 



Than as he loked hym aboute, 

Towarde a hyll that was so hye, 

Of this dragon he harde a slioute ; * 235 

" Yonder is a feast," he sayd, " truly." 

The knight him blessyd, and forthe dyd go, 
And sayd, " I shall do my travayle ; 
Betyde me well, betyde me wo. 
The fyers fynde I shall assayle. m 

Than wyth the dragon dyd he meate ; 
Whan she him sawe she gaped wyde ; 
He toke good hede, as ye may wete. 
And quyckely sterted a lytle asyde. 
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He drewe his swerde like a knjght, 
This dragon fyerslj to assayle ; 
He gave her strokes ful of myght ; 
Stmno-p !uid mortall was the batayle, 

an gave this knight a wounde, 
tayle, upon the heed, 
eU downe unto the grounde, 
Le as he had ben deed. 

last he rose agayne, 
i his mone to God almyght, 
ir Lady he dyd compleyne, 
Ipe desyrynge in diat fyght. 

te he wyth a fayrse courage, 
dragon without fayle; 
so for his advauntage, 
z'ckely] he smote of her layle. 

an the dragon for to yell, 

led her upon her syde ; 

it was ware of her right well, 

;r bodi made his sworde to slyde, 

le coud nat remere scarcely. 
it, that seinge, approcbed nere, 
e her heed of lyghtly ; 
: he escaped that daungere. 



Than thanked he G>od of his grace, 
Whiche, by hJs goodnea and mercy e, 
Hym had preserved in that place, 
lilirough vertue of hys deyte. 

Than went he to a nonrye there besyde 
And there a surgean by his arte 
Heled his woundes that were so wyde, 
And than fro thens he dyd departe, 

Towarde the Bodes, for to fy^bt, 
In battuU, as he bad undertake, 
The fayth to susteyne with all his migh 
For his promysse he wil not breke. 

Than of Sarazyna there was a route, 
Al redy armen and in u^ye, 
That syeged the Kodes round aboute, 
Fyersly agaynst the Good Fredaye. 

The knight was welcomed of ecbone 
That within the cyte were ; 
They provided tbrth batayle anone ; 
So for this time I leve them there. 

And toume to his lady bryght, 
Which ia at home wyth wofull mone. 
Sore morned [she] both day and night, 
Sayenge, " AJas ! my love is gone. 
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" Alas ! " she sayd, " my gentyl knight. 
Far TOur Rake h mv hert« ful BOre ; 
I Byght 



lie do. 



iste alwaye. 



re, 

re do ye byde ? 
)ulofynde! a* 
ver ye ride, 
my mynde. 

I longe fro me ? 
ds paine; 
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" Fare wel, dere love, where ever ye be 
Bi 70U pleasure U fro me gone 1 
Uttto the time I may you se, 
Without eomforte still must I mooe." 

Thus this lady, of coloure clere, 
Alone mouminge did compliune ; 
NothiDge coulde her eomforte ne chore. 
So was she oppressed with wo and paine. 

So leve we her here in this traine, 
For her love mourning alwaye, 
And to the knight tomne we agalne : 
Which at Rodes abideth the day 

Of balaile : so whan the dale was come, 
The knightes armed them eche one, 
And out of the citie weute all and some, 
Strongly to fight, with Gioddes sone. 

Faire and semely was the sight, 
To se them redy unto the warre; 
There was many a man of might, 
That to that bataile was come full farre. 

The Knight of Curtesy came into the feU 
Well armed, right fast did ride ; 
Both knightes and barans him behelde. 
How comely he was on eche side. 
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Above the belme, apon his bede ' 

Was set, with many a precious stone, 
The comelj heare, as golde so rede ; 
^""■" ^ "■- n he was none. 

Mes began to sounde, su 
and brake the raje ; 
tee did rebounde, 
lere was no pl^ue. 

tule on everi side ; 
irtesy was nat behinde ; >m 
le that wolde abide, 
I be no where finde. 

Lzia stronge and wight, 
it bad great enirye ; 
th all his might, a» 

Dur, 1 1 bee defie." 

der, with speres longe, 
n ]&j on the grounde ; 
out bis sworde so stronge, 
id of in that stouade. aco 

s Sarazins in a rough t, 
id sore assaile ; 
L rouad aboute, 
-onge bataile. 
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The knight kest foure unto the grouni 
Wrth foure strokes by suid by; 
The otlier gave him many a woande, 
For ever they did multipUe. 

They laide on him on every, aide, 
W~ith craell strokes and mortall ; 
They gave him woundea so depe and 
That to the grounde downe did tie fal 

The Sarazins went, and let him lye. 
With tnortall woundes piteous to se ; 
He called his page haately, 
And said, " My time is come to die. 

" In my herte is so depe a wounde, 
That I must dye without naye ; 
Bnt, or thou me burye in the ground' 
Of one thinge I thee praie : 

" Out of mi body to cut my herte, 
And wrappe it in this yelowe here, 
And, whan thou doeat from hence de 
Unto my lady thon do it here. 

" This promisse thou me without dels 
To here my lady this present, 
And burie mi body in the croese >wait 
The page was sory and dolenL 



:, AMD 

I up the goost anone, 
led as he had him bad, 
;uell ia he gone ; 
re with him he had. 



i and soiy jest, 
he came, «• 

m a fbreat. 

uell, without let, 
with his meyn^ ; 
lone he met ; 
" what tidinges with thee ? 

r how 18 the case ? *» 

or thou go, 
rer out of tlus place." 
iarde whan he aaid so. 

re that he had, « 

he lorde he toke tho ; 
i was full sad ; 
■e Ut him also. 

the of everi thinge ; 
ight in bataile was Blaine, ti' 
t his ladj that tbinge, 
ken of love cert^une. 
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Tlie lorde therof toke good hede, 
And behelde the herl«, that high pre 
" Their love," he said, " waa hote in d 
They were bothe in great torment," 

Than home is he to the kechia gone 
" Coke," he said, " herken unto me. 
Dresse me this herte, and thatanone 
In the deintiest wise that may be ; 

"Make it swete and delycate to eate, 
For it is for my lady bryght ; 
S that she wyst what were the meat 
Sothely her hert wolde not be lyght' 

Therof sayd the lord full trewe ; 
That meat was doleful and mortall ; 
So thought the lady whan she it kne 
Than went the lorde into the hall. 

Anone the lorde to meate was set, 
And this lady not farre him fro ; 
The hert anone he made be fet; 
Wherof proc«ded muche wo. 

" Madame, eate hereof," he sayd, 
" For it is deynteoua and pleaaunte." 
The lady eate, and was not dismayde 
For of good Bpyce there dyd none wt 
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Wbaa the lady had eaten wele, 
*"""" to her the lorde sayd there ; 
lerte have ye eaten, every dele, 
)m you gave your yelowe heire. 

knight is dead, as you may se; 

>u, lady, certaynly, 

ne herte eaten have ye, 

le, at the last we all must dye." 

the lady herde him bo say, 
?d, " My herte for wo shall brast. 
bat ever I sawe this day ! 
lay my lyfe no longer last" 

rose, wyth hert full wo, 
reight up into her chambre wente ; 
ifessed her devoutly tho, 
ortely receyved the sacrament. 

bed moumyng she her layde, 
>te, ryght woUiIl was her mone : 

myne owne dere love," she sayd, 
J be dead, my joye is gone. 

I eaten thy herte in my body ? 
eate to me ahal be full dere ; 
■owe, alas ! now must I dye. 
e knight, withoQten fere ! 



THE FAIR LADT OF FAOUELI 

" That herte sbal certayne with dh 
I have received theron the suoi-ami 
All erthly fode here I denye, 
For WO and paine my life is apenti 

" My husbande, full of cruelte, 
Why have you done this cursed de 
Ye have him sMoe, so have ye me 
The hie God graunte to you your i 

Than sayd the lord, " My lady fay. 
Forgive me if I have misdone; 
I repent ; I was not ware 
That ye wolde your herte oppresse a 

The lady sayd, "I you forgive ; 
Adew, my lorde, for evermore ; 
My time is come, I may not live." 
The lorde sayd, " I am wo therfon 

Great was the sorowe of more and 
Bothe lordes and ladyea that were 
Some for great wo swouned doubte 
All of her dethe full wofull were. 

Her complaynt f yteous was to hen 
"Adieu, my lorde, nowe muste we 
I dye to you, husbande, a true wed 
As any in Faguell was found ever. 
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Knight of Curtesy, «i 
we brought to confusion ; 
and he for me, 
ve you alone. 

I to blame truely, 

ae for to eate ; ix 

ed in mi body, 

sate other meate. 



yred etemall fbde, 

don on the rode, 
my lyfe is gone !" 

in all theyr syght, 
it, making her mone : 
loat of myght, 
, and us echone ! 
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THOMAS OF ER8YLD01INE AND THE 
QUENE OF ELF-LAND. 

This beautiful tale is transferred to these pages from 
Mr. Laing's Select Remains of the Ancient Popular 
Poetry of Scotland. The two " fytts " of prophecies 
which accompany it in the manuscripts, are omitted 
here, as being probably the work of another, and an 
inferior, hand. From the exordium by which the story 
is introduced, it might be concluded that the author 
was an Englishman. Indeed, all the poems and pro- 
phecies attributed to Thomas the Rhimer which re- 
main to us, are preserved in English manuscripts and 
an English dress ; but, in the judgment of Mr. Jamieson, 
the internal evidence still almost amounts to proof that 
the romance itself was of Scottish oiigin^ although no 
indubitably Scottish copy is now known to be in ex- 
istence.* 

^ " It is remarkable,'* continaes Jamieson, ^ that in all 
the three copies, the poet begins the story in the Jirst person, 
and seems disposed to tell tlie incidents, as if they had really 
happened to himself. And although he afterwards, awk- 
wardly and unnaturally enough, speaks of Thomas as a third 
person, yet even then he seems to insinuate, that the story 
which he is garbling was told by another before him. Would 
it not be pardonable to suppose it at least probable, that 
Thomas Rymour was really the original author of this vo- 
luance?" 
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The hero of this legend is believed to h^ve lived J 

through nearly the whole of the 18th century. He 
derived his territorial appellation from the village of 
Erceldoune, in the county of Berwick, lying on the 
river Leader, about two miles above its junction with 
the Tweed. The Huntly bajik on which the meeting 
of Thomas with the Queen of Fairy took place, is 
situated, according to Mr. Laing, on one of the Eldoun 
hills, but the same distinction is claimed for another 
place of like name, which, together with an adjoining 
ravine, called from time immemorial the Rymer's Glen, 
was included in the domain of Abbotsford. (See 
Mtnstrelsy of the Scottish Border, iv. 110, et seq., v. 
1, et seq.) 

" This poem," says Mr. Laing, " is preserved in 
three ancient manuscripts, each of them in a state rnxxre 
or less mutilated, and varying in no inconsiderable de- 
gree from the others. A portion of it was first printed 
in the Border Minstrelsy, [iv. 122,] from the fragment 
in the British Museum, among the Cotton MSS. ; and 
the one which Mr. Jamieson adopted in his collection 
of Popular Ballads and Songs [ii. 11,] was carefully 
deciphered from a volume of no ordinary curiosity, in 
the University Library, Cambridge, written in a very 
illegible hand, about the middle of the 15th century. 
It is now printed from the other copy, as it occurs in 
a volume, compiled at a still earlier period, which is 
preserved in the Cathedral Library of Lincoln. On 
comparison, it will be readily perceived, that the text 
is in every respect preferable to that of either of the 
other manuscripts. . . . An endeavor has been 
made to fill up the defective parts from the Cambridge 
copy, though in some instances, as will be seen, without 
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gucoCM," — Mr. Etalliwell has republished th 
bridge text in hia Fairy Mythology, (p. 5S,) 
cites a fourth manuscript, which, honever, ap{ 
be of Blight importance. 



THOMAS OFF ER8SELD0UNE. 

Lystnys, lordyngs, bothe gret« and smali 
And takis gude tente what I will aay : 
I sail yow telle als trewe a tale, 
Alfl euer was herde by nyghte or daye : 

And the maste meruelle fibrowttyn naye 
That euer was herde byfore or syen, 
And thcrfore pristly I yow praye, 
That ye will of youre talkyng blyn. 

It ea an harde thyng for to saye, 
Of doghety dedie diat base bene done ; 
Of feUe feghtyugB and batells sere ; 
And how that knyghtda base wonne thair 

Bot Jhesu Christ, that syttis in trone. 
Safe Ynglysche men bothe ferre and nei 
And 1 sail telle yow tyte and sone. 
Of battells done sythen many a yere ; 

And of batells that done sail bee ; 
In whate place, and howe anil whare ; 
And wha sail hafe the heghere gree ; 
And whethir partye sail hafe the weire ; 
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Wha sail take the flyghte and flee ; 
And vha sail dye aad byleue diare : 
Bot Jliesu Christ, that dyed od tre, 
Saue Inglysche meo vhare so thay fare. 



i this endresHiaye, 
ynd makane my rnone, 

nynge of May, 
kkes m^ selfe allone, 

e, and the ' throstelle,' 
myde of hir songe, 
beryde als a belle, 
)de abowte me ronge. 

rnge, thus als I laye, 
semely tre, 
e a lady gaye, 
' Quer a longe lee. 



!, to wrebbe and wrye, 

lady gaye, 

lo askryede for mee. 

as a dappi]] graye ; 
aghe ne neuer none : 
mne, on someres daye, 
■ hir selfe scho scbone. 
IK 6, Line US. thn»tf lie cokke. 
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Hir selle it was of reele bone, 
Full semely was that syghte to see I 
Steflj sett with precjous stones. 
And compaste all with crapotee, 

Stones of Oryence, grete plente. 

Hir hare abowte hir hede it haage ; 

Seho rode ouer that lange lee ; 

A whyUe scho blewe, a Bother scho sange. 

Hir gartbes o£ nobyll sylke they were ; 
The bukylls were of berelle stone ; 
Hir ateraps were of crystalle clere. 
And all with perelle ouer bygone. 

Hir payetrelle was of iraUe fyne ; 
Hir cropoure was of orfare i 
And als clere golde hir brydill it schone ^ 
One aylhjr syde bange bellys three. 

' Scho led seuen grew hoondis in a leeshe ; 
And seuen raches by hir they rone ; 
Scho bare a home abowte hir halse ;. 
And vnder hir belt« full many a flone. 

Thomas laye and sawe that syghte, 
Vnder nethe ane semly tree ; 
He aayd, " yone ea Marye most of mygbte, 
That bare that childe that dyede for mee. 
21, lette, Ldng. 
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Scho sajde, " thu mao, that ware tblye ; 
I praye the, Thomas, tliu lat me bee ; 
Ffor 1 saye the full sekirlye, 
That ejnne will fbrdoo all my beaute." 

" Now lufly ladye rewe on mee, 
And I will euer more with the duelle ; 
Here my trouthe I ' plyghte to thee,' 
Wethir thu will in heuen or helle." 

" Mane of molde, thu will me marre, 
But yitt thu sail hafe all thy will ; 
And trowe it wele, thu chewys the werre, 
Ffiw alle my beaute will thu spylle." 

Down than lyghte that lady br^hte, 
Vndir nethe that grene wode ^raye ; 
And, ala the etorye t«llis full lyghte, 
Senen sythia by hir he laye. 

Scho Bayd, " man, the lykea thl playe : 
What byrde is bonre maye delle with the ? 
Thou merrys me all this longe daye ; 
I pray the, Thomas, late me bee." 

Thomas atode wpe in that etede, 

And he byhelde that lady gaye ; 

Hir hare it hange all ouer hi* hede, 

Hir eghne aemede owt«, that are were graj 
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And all Uie riche clothynge was awaye, 
That he byfore sawe in that stede ; 
Hir a scbanke blake, hir other graje, 
le lede ; 

hat Bjghte, 
od tree. 



11 syghte ; 

IS in the face, 

he Sonne so bryght ! 

flke leve at sone an 

rea on tree ; 

I with me gone, i 

Inon see." 

tiia knee, 

od apraje ; 

rewe on mee, 

lis tbu beste maje." i 

'a es mee, 

rke me care ; 

el the, 

ly banes sail fere." 



^ 



THOMA.S OF ERSSELDOTTNE. 

Scho ledde hym in at Eldone hill, 
Vadir nethe a derne lee ; 
Whare it was dirk as mydnyght myrke, 
And euer the water till his knee. 

The montenans of dayes three, 
He hei-d hot swoghyne of the flode ; 
At the laste, he sajde, " fuU wa es mee ! 
Ahnaste I dye, for fawte of fude." 

Scho lede hjm in till a faire herbere, 
Whare frwte was ' growyng in gret plentee 
Pera and appill, bothe rype thay were, 
The date, and als the damasee ; 

The fygge, and als so the wyne-berye ; 
The nyghtyngales lyggande on theur nesie 
The papeioyes faste abowte gan flye ; 
And throstylls sange, wolde hafe no reste. 

He pressede to pulle frowte with his hanc 
Ale man for fude that was nere faynt ; 
Scho sayd, " Thomas, thu late tbam standi 
Or ells the fende the will atteynt. 

"It ihii it plokk, sothely to say, 
Thi saule gose to the fyre of helle ; 
It comes neuer owte or Domesdaye, 
Bot ther in payne ay for to duelle. 
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the hyghte, 

lede dawn on my knee, i 

the fayteste syghte, 

m of thi contree." 

tcho hym badde ; 
is hede he layde, 
; was full glade, i' 

to him sayde — 

ae fmre waye, 

jne heghe montayne ? — 

to heueD for aye, 

es are passed ther payne. i: 

le oUier waye, 
■y nethe yone rysse? 
the Eothe to saye, 
aradyse. 

diird waye, u 

f one grene playne ? 
with tene and traye, 
is Bufflris tbare payne. 

yone forthe waye, 
one depe delle ? « 

waylawaye, 
fyre of helL 
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" Seese thu yitt yone faire caatelle^ 
That slandes vpone yone heghe hill? 
Of tcwne and tov/re, it beria the belle ; 
In erthe es none lyk it vntill. 

" Ffor sothe, Thomas, gone es myii awen 
And the kynges of this countree ; 
Bot me ware leuer banged and drawen. 
Or that he wyste thou laye me by. 

" When thu cotnmea to yone castelle gay, 
I pray the curlase man to bee ; 
And whale so any man to the saye, 
Luke tha answere none bott mee. 



" My lorde es seniede at ylk a mese, 
With thritty knyghttis faire and free ; 
I sail saye, syttande at the dasse, 
I tuke thi speche byyonde the see." 

Thomas still als sUuie he stude. 
And he byhelde that lady gaye ; 
Scho come agayne als faire and gnde. 
And al so ryche one hir palfraye. 

Hir grewe hundis fiUide with dere blodt 
Hir rachis couplede, by my faye ; 
Scho blewe hir homo with mayne and n 
Yn to the castelle scho tuk the waye. 



THOMAS OF 

the hauUe sothely scho went ; 
imas fbloued at bir hande ; 

in ladyea come, bothe faire and gent, 
h cuirtassye to liir Itnelande. 

'pe and fethiU bothe thay fande, 
terae, and als so the sawtrye ; 
te and rybybe, bothe gangande, 

1 all manere of mynstralsye. 

most memelle that Thomas thoght«, 
en that he stode appon the flore ; 
r fefl^ hertes in were broghle, 
t were bothe ' largely ' grele and store.' 

hes laye lapande in the blode, 

es come with dryasynge knyfe ; 

y britt«ned tbam als thay were wode ; 

elle amanges thame was full ryfe. 

^tjs dawnsede by three and three, 
re was revelle, gamen, and playe, 
y ladyes, fiure and free, 
t satte and sange one riche araye. 

mas duellide in that solace 
e than I yowe saye, perde ; 
one a daye, so hafe I grace, 
lufly lady sayde to mee : 



OF ERSSELDOONE. 

" Do busk the, Thomas, — the busk agayne, 
Ffor thu may here no lengare be ; 
Hye the fa^te, with myghte and mayne ; 
I sail Ihe brynge till Eldone tree." 

Thomas sayde thaa with heuy chere ; 
" Lufly lady, nowe late me bee ; 
Ffor certis, lady, I hafe bene here 
Noghte bot the space of dayes three. 

" Ffor BOthe, Thomas, ala I the telle, 
Thou base bene here thre yere and more 
Bot laogere here Ihu may noghte dwelle ; 
The skylle I sail the telle wherefore. 

" To morne, of helle the foulle fende 
Amange this folke will feche his fee ; 
And thu arte mekill man and hende, 
I trowe full wele he wolde chese the. 

" Ffor all the gold that euer may bee, 
Ffro hethyn on to the worldis ende, 
Thou bese neuer betrayede for mee ; 
Therefore with me I rede thou wende." 

Scho broghte hym agayne to Eldone tree, 
Vndir nethe that grenewode spraye ; 
}n Huntlee bannkes es meiy lo bee, 
Whare fowles synges bothe nyght and daj 

an, bme agajDe. 
TOL. I. 15 



22G THOMAS OF ERSSELDOUNE. 

'• Fferre owtt in yone mountane graye, 
Thomas, my fewkon byggfe a neste ; — 
A fawcoun is an eglis praye ; 
Fibrthi io Da place may he reste. 



" Ffare well, Thomas ; 1 wend my waye ; 
Ffor me byhouys ouer thir benttia brown." 
— Iioo here a lytt : more es to aaye, 
All of Thomas of Erselldowo. — 



THOMAS THE RHYMEIL 



TBADITIOHAL VERSION. 

Miratrelsyof the Scottish Border,(iv. 117.) 
fram a copy obtained from a lady residing not 
Krcildoune, corrected and enlarged by one 
Brawn's MSS." 



Trce Thomas laj on HuntUe bank ; 

A ferlie he spied wi' his ee ; 
And there he saw a ladje bright, 

Come riding down by the Eildon Tree. 

Her shirt was o' the grass^green silk. 
Her mantle o' the velvet fyne ; 

At ilka telt of her horse's raane, 
Hung fifly siller bells and nine. 

True Thomas, he pull'd aS his cap, 
And looted low down to his knee : 

'■All hwl, thou mighty Queen of Heaven 
For thy peer on earth I never did see." 



THOMAS THE RHTMER. 



"0 iio, no, Thomas," she s^d, 

" That name does not belang to me ; 
I am but the Queen of f^r Elfland, 



lever daunton n 



i as may chance to be." 

■ milk-white steed ; 
'homaa up behind : 
ler bridle rung, 
'ifter than the wind. 

farther on ; 
irifler than the wind ; 

desert wide, 
ras left behind. 
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" Light down, light down, now, true Thomas, 
And lean your head upon my knee ; 
Abide and rest a little space. 

And I will shew you ferlies three. *> 

" O see ye not yon narrow road, 

So thick beset with thorns and briers ? 
That is the path of righteousness. 
Though after it but few enquires. 

" And see ye not that braid braid road, 45 

That lies across that lily leven ? 
That is the path of wickedness. 

Though some call it the road to heaven. 

" And see not ye that bonny road, 

That winds about the fernie brae ? » 

That is the road to fair Elfland, 

Where thou and I this night maun gae. 

" But, Thomas, ye maun hold your tongue. 
Whatever ye may hear or see ; 
For, if you speak word in Elfyn land, ss 

Ye'll ne'er get back to your ain countrie." 

they rade on, and farther on, [knee. 

And they waded through rivers aboon the 

And they saw neither sun nor moon. 

But they heard the roaring of the sea. w 



230 
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It was mirk mirk night, and there was nae 
stern light, . 
And they waded through red blude to the 
knee; 
For a' the blude that's shed on earth 

Rins through the springs o' that countrie. 



65 



Syne they came on to a garden green, 

And she pu'd an apple frae a tree — 

" Take this for thy wages, true Thomas ; 

It will give thee the tongue that can never 
lie."— 



" My tongue is mine ain," true Thomas said ; 
" A gudely gift ye wad gie to me ! 
I neither dought to buy nor sell, 
At fair or tryst where I may be. 



70 



" I dought neither speak to prince or peer. 
Nor ask of grace from fair ladye." — 

" Now hold thy peace ! " the lady said, 
" For as I say, so must it be." — 



75 



70. The traditional commentary upon this ballad informs us, 
that the apple was the produce of the fatal Tree of Knowl- 
edge, and that the garden w^ the terrestrial paradise. The 
repugnance of Thomas to be debarred tiie use of falsehood, 
when he might find it convenient, has a comic e£fect. 

SOOTT. 



THOMAS THE RHYMER. 

He has gotten a coat of the even cloth, 
And a pair of shoes of velvet green ; 

And till seven years were gane and past, 
True Thomaa on earth was never seen. 



THE YOUNG TAMLANE. 

The Tayl of the Yong Tamlene is mentioned in the 
Complaynt of Scotland, (1548,) and the dance of TTiom 
of Lyn is noticed in the same work. A considerable 
fragment of this ballad was printed by Herd, (vol. i. 
215,) under the title of Kertonha% a corruption of 
Carterhaugh ; another is furnished in Maidmenfs New 
Book of Old Ballads, (p. 54,) and a nearly complete 
version in Johnson's Museum^ (p. 423,) which, with 
some alterations, was inserted in the Tales of Wonder, 
(No. 58.) The present edition, prepared by Sir Walter 
Scott from a collation of various copies, is longer than 
any other, but was originally disfigured by several sup- 
posititious stanzas here omitted. Another version, with 
Maidment's fragment, will be found in the Appendix 
to this volume. 

" Carterhaugh is a plain, at the conflux of the Ettrick 
and Yarrow in Selkirkshire, about a mile above Sel- 
kirk, and two miles below Newark Castle ; a roman- 
tic ruin which overhangs the Yarrow, and which is 
said to have been the habitation of our heroine's father, 
though others place his residence in the tower of Oak- 
wood. The peasants point out, upon the plain, those 
electrical rings, which vulgar credulity supposes to be 
traces of the Fairy revels. Here, they say, were placed 
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the stands of milk, and of water, in wbiuh Tamlane 
was dipped, in order to effect the disenchantment ; and 
upon these spots, according to their mode of express- 
ing themselves, the grass will never grow. Milea 
Cross, (perhaps a corrupdon of Mary'a Cross,) where 
fair Janet awaited the arrival of the F^ry train, is 
said (o liave stood near the Duke oi' Buccleucli's seat 
of Bow-hill, about half a mile from Carterhaugh." — 
(Scott's Minstrels]/, ii. S34, at the end of a most in- 
teresting essay, introductory to this tale, on the Fai- 
ries of Popular Superstition.) 

"01 forbid ye, maidens a', 

That wear gowd on your hair, 

To come or gae by Carterliaugh, 

For young Tamlane is there. 

" There's nane that gaes by Carterhaugh, a 

But maun leave him a wad, 
Either gowd rings, or green mantles, 

Or else their maidenheid. 

" Now gowd rings ye may buy, nuudeoB, 

Glreen mantles ye may spin ; u 

But, gin ye lose your miudenheid, 
Ye'll ne'er get that agen." — 

6ut ap then spak her, fair Janet, 

The Surest o' a' her ' ' 
*U cum and gang to C 
And ask nae leave ( 
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Janet has kilted her green kirtle, 

A little abune her knee ; 
And she has braided her yellow hair, 

A little abune her bree. 20 

And when she came to Carterhaugh, 

She gaed beside the well ; 
And there she fand his steed standing, 

But awaj was himsell. 

She hadna pu'd a red red rose, 25 

A rose but barely three ; 
Till up and starts a wee wee man. 

At lady Janet's knee. 

Says — " Why pu' ye the rose, Janet ? 

What gars ye break the tree ? » 

Or why come ye to Carterhaugh, 

Withouten leave o' me ? " — 

Says — " Carterhaugh it is mine ain ; 

My daddie gave it me ; 
rU come and gang to Carterhaugh, » 

And ask nae leave p' thee." 

He's ta'en her by the milk-white hand. 
Among the leaves sae green ; 

And what they did, I cannot tell — 

The green leaves were between. 4f 
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He's ta'en her by the milk- 

Among the roses red ; 
And what they did, I canni 



When she cam to her fathe 
She looked pale and war 

They thought she'd dreed a 
Or been with some lema 

She didna comb her yellon 
Nor make meikle o'er h< 

And ilka thing that lady U. 
Was like to be her deid. 

It's four and twenty ladies 
Were playing at the ba' 

Janet, the wighteet of then 
Was &inlest o' them a'. 

Four and twenty ladies ftu 
Were playing at the che 

And out Uiere came the &i 
As green as any grass. 

Out and spak an auld grey 

Lay o'er the castle wa'^ 

" And ever, alas I for thee, i 

But well be blamed a' 1 
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" Now baud your tongue, ye auld grey knight ! 
And an ill deid may ye die ; 
Father my bairn on whom I will, 
m father nane on thee." — 

Out then spak her father dear, ss 

And he spak meik and mild — 
" And ever, alas ! my sweet Janet, 
I fear ye gae with child." — 

** And if I be with child, father, 

Mysell maun bear the blame ; ro 

Therejs ne'er a knight about your ha' 
Shall hae the baimie's name. 

" And if I be with child, father, 
'Twill prove a wondrous birth ; 
For weel I swear Tm not wi' bairn ts 

To any man on earth. 

" If my love were an earthly knight, 
As he's an elfin grey, 
I wadna gie my ain true love 

For nae lord that ye hae." — » 

She prink'd hersell and prinn'd hersell. 

By the ae light of the moon. 
And she's away to Carterhaugh, 

To speak wi' young Tamlane. 



the; young TAKLi 

And when she came to Carl 
She gaed beside the well 

And there she saw tlie steei 
But nwAy was bimsell. 

She badna pu'd a double roi 
A rose but only twae, 

When up and atart«d young 
Says — " Lady, tbon pa'a i 

" Why pu' ye the rose, Janet, 

Within this garden grene 

And a' to kill the bonny bat 

That we got us between ? 

" The truth yell tell to me, T 
A word ye mauna lie ; 
Gin e'er ye was in haly cba 
Or sained in Christentie i 

« The trutii TU tell to thee, Ji 
A word I winna lie ; 
A knight me got, and a ladj 
As well as they did thee. 

" Baodolph, Earl Mnrray, wa 

Dunbar, £arl March, is t 

We loved when we were ch 

Which yet you well may 
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" When I was a boy just tum'd of nine, 

My uncle sent for me, iio 

To hunt, and hawk, and ride with him, 
And keep him companie. 

" There came a wind out of the north, 
A sharp wind and a snell; 
And a deep sleep came over me, us 

And frae my horse I fell. 

" The Queen of Fairies keppit me, 

In yon green hill to dwell ; 

And I'm a fairy, lyth and limb ; 

Fidr ladye, view me well. lao 

" Then would I never tire, Janet, 

In Elfish land to dwell ; 
But aye, at every seven years, 

They pay the teind to hell ; 
And I am sae fat and fair of fiesh, iss 

I fear 'twill be myselL 

" This night is Hallowe'en, Janet, 
The mom is Hallowday ; 
And, gin ye dare your true love win. 

Ye hae nae time to stay. i» 

*• The night it is good Hallowe'en, 
When fairy folk will ride ; 

126. See Thomas of Ersseldoune^ (p. 225,) v. 226, 226. 
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And they that wad their true-love wii 
At Miles Cross they maun bide." 

'■ But how shall I thee ken, Tamlane ? 
Or how shall I thee ki 
Amang so many unearth 
The like I never saw t 

'* The first company that p 

Say na, and let them ^ 

The next company that { 

Sae na, and do right 31 

The third company that 

Then I'll be ane o' tha 

'• First let pass the black, .! 

And syne let pass the 

But grip ye to the milk-t 

And pu' the rider dow 

*■ For I ride on the mjlk-w 

And aye nearest the ti 

Because I was a christen 

Tliey gave me that ner 

•• Jly right hand will be glc 

My left hand will be bi 

And these the tokens I gi 

Nae doubt I will be thi 
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" They'll turn me in your arms, Janet, 
An adder and a snake ; 
But had me fast, let me not pass, 

Gin ye wad buy me maik. i» 

" They'll turn me in your arms, Janet, 
An adder and an ask ; 
They'll turn me in your arms, Janet, 
A bale that bums fast. 

" They'll turn me in your arms, Janet, m 

A red-hot gad o' aim ; 
But haud me fast, let me not pass, 
For m do you no harm. 

'^ First dip me in a stand o' milk, 

And then in a stand o' water ; iro 

But had me fast, let me not pass — 
I'll be your bairn's father. 

" And, next, they'll shape me in your arms, 
A tod, but and an eel ; 
But had me fast, nor let me gang, 175 

As you do love me weel. 

" They'll shape me in your arms, Janet, 
A dove, but and a swan ; 
And, last, they'll shape me in your arms 
A mother-naked man : ito 
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Cast your green mantle ov 
111 be myBelf again." — 

Gloomy, gloomy, was the i 
And eiry was the way, 

Aa fmr Janet, in her green 
To Miles Cross she did 

Betwixt the hours of tweh 
A nortli wind tore tlie bi 

And straight she heard stn 
Upon that wind which v 

About the dead hour o' th< 
She heard the bridles rii 

And Janet was as glad o' I 
As any earthly thing. 

WiU o' Wisp before them 
Sent forth a twinkling li 

And soon she saw the Fail 
All riding in her sight. 

And first gaed .by the blacl 
And then gaed by the bi 

But fast she gript the milk 
And pu'd the rider dowr 

She pu'd him frae the milk 
And loot the bridle fa' ; 
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And up there raise an eriish cry — w 

" He's won amang us a' ! " — 

They shaped him in fair Janet's arms, 

An esk, but and an adder ; 
She held him fast in every shape — 

To be her bairn's father. lao 

They shaped him in her arms at last, 

A mother-naked man : 
She wrapt him in her green mantle, 

And sae her true love wan ! 

Up then spake the Queen o' Fairies, 215 

Out o' a bush 0' broom — 
" She that has borrowed young Tamlane, 
Has gotten a stately groom." — 

Up then spake the Queen o' Fairies, 

Out o' a bush o' rye — aao 

" She's ta'en awa the bonniest knight 
In a' my cumpanie. 

" But had I kenn'd, Tamlane," she say?, 
" A lady wad borrow'd thee — 
I wad ta'en out thy twa grey een, :i^ 

Put in twa een o' tree. 

" Had I but kenn'd, Tamlane," she says, 
" Before ye came frae hame — 
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THE WEE WEE MAN. 

This ballad will be found, in forms slightly varying, 
in Herd, (i. 156 ;) Caw's Poetical Museum^ (p. 348 ;) 
Motherwell's Minstrelsy^ (p. 343 ;) and Buchan's An- 
cient Ballads J (i. 263.) It bears some resemblance to 
a singular old poem, Als Y Yod on ay Moundayy (see 
Appendix,) which Bitson supposed to be of the time of 
Edward I. or Edward 11. The present version is from 
the Poetical Museum, 

As I was walking by my lane, 

Atween a water and a wa, 
There sune I spied a wee wee man, 

He was the least that eir I saw. 

« 

His legs were scant a shathmont's length, 5 
And sma and limber was his thie ; 

Atween his shoulders was ae span, 
About his middle war but three. 

He has tane up a meikle stane, 

And flang*t as far as I cold see ; lo 

Ein thouch I had been Wallace wicht, 

I dought na lift it to my knie. 

7. Much better in Motherwell. 

Between his een there was a span. 
Betwixt his shoulders there were ells three. 
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" wee wee man, but ye be Strang! 

Tell me whar may, thy dwelling he ? 
" I dwell beneth that honnie bouir, 

will ye gae wi me and see? " 

On we lap, and awa we r 

Till we cam to a bonnj 
We lichted syne to bait o 

And out there cam a U 

Wi four and tweatie at hi 

A comely cled in gliste 
Thouch there the King oi 

The warst micht weil 1 

On syne we past wi wond 
Till we cam to a bonnj 

The roof was o the beatei 
The flure was o the crj 

When we cam there, wi v 

War ladies dancing, jii 
But in the twinkling of aj 

B^th green and ha wa 

29-32. There ware pipeni plsying i 

And ladiea daocing, jimp i 

And aye tbe owreturn o' thf 

Wrs, "Oor wee wee man 



THE ELFIN KNIGHT. 

Reprintep from A Collection of Curious Old Bal- 
lads and Miscellaneous Poetry. Edinburgh. David 
Webster, 1824. 

Other versions are given in Motherwell's Minstrelsy, 
(see the Appendix to this volume ;) Kinloch's Ancient 
Scottish Ballads, (p. 145 ;) Buchan's Ancient Ballads, 
(ii. 296.) 

With this may be compared the various versions of* 
Von eitel unmoglichen Dingen, Erk's Deutscher Lieder- 
hort, p. 334-337, and a similar ballad in Des Knahen 
Wunderhorn, ii. 410. See also Captain Wedderbum's 
Courtship, in another part of this collection. 

The Elfin knight sits on yon hill, 

Ba, ha, ha, liUie ha. 
He blaws his horn baith loud and shrill. 
The wind hath hlawn my plaid awa. 

He blaws it east, he blaws it west, 
He blaws it where he liketh best. 

" I wish that horn were in my kist, 
Yea, and the knight in my arms niest" 

She had no sooner these words said, 
Than the knight came to her bed. 



1^ 



THE ELFIN KNIGHT. 

" Thou art o'er young a maid," 
"Married with me, that thou wi 

" I have a sister, younger thaa '. 
And she was married yesterdi 

" Married with me if thou won! 
A curtisie tbou must do to me 

" It's ye mauD mak a sark to mi 
Without any cut or seam," qu 

"And ye maun shape il, knife-, 
And also sew it needle-, three 

" If that piece of courtisie I do 
Another thou must do to me. 

" I have an aiker of good ley h 
Which lyeth low by yon sea s 

" It's ye maun till't wi' your tou 
And ye maun saw't wi' the pe 

■' And ye maun harrow't wi' a t 
And hae your wark done ere 

"And ye maun shear it wi' you 
And no lose a stack o't for yo 
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" And ye maun stack it in a mouse hole, 
And ye maun thrash it in your shoe sole ; » 

" And ye maun dight it in your loof, 
And also sack it in your glove ; 

" And ye maun bring it over the sea, 
Fair, and clean, and dry to me ; 

" And when that ye have done your wark, 35 
Come back to me, and ye*ll get your sark." 

" m not quite my plaid for my life ; 
It haps my seven baimes and my wife." 

" My maidenhead Til then keep still. 
Let the Elfin knight do what he will. 40 

" My plaid awa, my plaid away. 
And owre the hills and far awa, 
And far awa to Norowa', 
My plaid shall not be blawn awa." 

83, thou must. 




A fragment ' 
Colleclion, (" 1 
present veraion 
28,) and we hat 
deiif ScoUiih B 
giveu in Buchar 
ized Englisli oi 
Wager,) ia An 
xvii. p. 116. 

Brume, brvme 
of Scotland, and 
known collectioi 

Thebe was 
Hadatru 

The aae ga'i 
The other 

And aye sb« 
And aye s 

" whether s 
Or should 
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" For if I gang to the Broomfield hill, 

My maidenhead is gone ; lo 

And if I chance to stay at hame, 
My love will ca' me manswom." — 

Up then spake a witch woman, 
Aye from the room aboon ; 
" O, ye may gang to Broomfield hill, w 

And yet come maiden hame. 

" For when ye come to the Broomfield hill, 
Ye'll find your love asleep. 
With a silver belt about his head. 

And a broom-cow at his feet 20 

" Take ye the blossom of the broom, 
The blossom it smells sweet. 
And strew it at your true love's head. 
And likewise at his feet. 

" Take ye the rings off your fingers, » 

Put them on his right hand. 
To let him know, when he doth awake, 
His love was at his command." — 

She pu'd the broom flower on Hive-hill, 

And strew'd on's white hals bane, w 

And that was to be wittering true. 
That maiden she had gane. 




THE BROOMFIELD HILL. 

'■ where were yp, my milk-white steed, 
That I hae coft sae dear, 
That wadna 
When thei 

" I stamped wi 

And gar'd 

But nae kin' 

Till she w 

" And wae bet 

That I did 

Tliat wadna 

When the 

" I clapped wi' 

And aye i 

And aye ery 

Before IIk 

" But haste an 

To come t 

Or a' the bir 

Of your fl 

'■ Ye needna b 

Wi' racing 

Nae bird flie 

Than she 



LORD JOHN. 

From Kinloch^s Ancient ScoUish Ballads, (p. 195.) 

I'll wager, I'll wager," says Lord John,^ 
" A hundred merks and ten, 
That je winna gae to the bonnie broom-fields, 
And a maid return again." — 

" But I'll lay a wager wi' you. Lord John, « 

A' your merks oure again, 
That I'll gae alane to the bonnie broom-fields. 
And a maid return again." 

Then Lord John mounted his grey steed, 
And his hound wi' his bells sae bricht, lo 

And swiftly he rade to the bonny broom-fields, 
Wi' his hawks, like a lord or knicht. 

" Now rest, now rest, my bonnie grey steed. 
My lady will soon be here ; 
And I'll lay my head aneath this rose sae red, is 
And the bonnie burn sae near." 

But sound, sound, was the sleep he took. 
For he slept till it was noon ; 



W 



And bis lady cam at daj 
Gaed as licht as a gli 

She strawed the roses e 
Threw her mantle oe 

And the belt around he 
As a tmken that she'i 

The rustling leaves flev 
And roua'd him frae 

He saw by the roses, ai 
That bis love bad bei 

" whare was ye, my gu 

That I coft ye sae de 

That ye didna waken y 

Whan ye ken'd that ] 

" I pautit wi' my foot, mi 

Gair'd a' my bridles 

And still I cried, Wake 

For now is the hour 

" Then whare was ye, m; 

That I coft ye sae de 

That ye didna waken yi 

Whan ye kend that I 

{ pftulit wi' my foot, ma 
Garr'd a' my bells to 
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And still I cried, Waken, gude master, 
For now is the hour and time." — 

" But whare was ye, my hawks, mj hawks, « 
That I coft ye sae dear. 
That ye didna waken your master. 

Whan ye ken'd that his love was here." — 

" O wyte na me, now, my master dear, 

I garr'd a' my young hawks sing, «o 

And still I cried. Waken, gude master. 
For now is the hour and time." — 

" Then be it sae, my wager gane ! 
'T will skaith frae meikle ill ; 
For gif I had found her in bonnie broom-fields, 56 
O' her heart's blude ye'd drunken your fill." 



KEMPION. 

This ballad was first printed in the Border Min- 
strelsy, (vol. iii. p. 230,) " chiefly from Mrs. Brown's 
MS. with corrections from a recited fragment." Moth- 
erwell furnishes a different version, from recitation, 
(^Minstrelsy f p. 374,) which is subjoined to the present, 
and the well-known ditty of the Laidley Worm of 
Spindleston-Heughy upon the same theme, will be 
found in the Appendix to this volume. 

** Such transformations as the song narrates," re- 
marks Sir Walter Scott, " are common in the annals 
of chivalry. In the 25th and 26 th cantos of the second 
book of the Orlando Inamorato , the Paladin, Brandi- 
marte, after surmounting many obstacles, penetrates 
into the recesses of an enchanted palace. Here he 
finds a fair damsel, seated upon a tomb, who announces 
to him, that, in order to achieve her deliverance, he 
must raise the lid of the sepulchre, and kiss whatever 
being should issue forth. The knight, having pledged 
his faith, proceeds to open the tomb, out of which a 
monstrous snake issues forth, with a tremendous hiss. 
Brandimarte, with much reluctance, fulfils the bizarre 
conditions of the adventure J Sind the monster is in- 
stantly changed into a beautiful Fairy, who loads her 
deliverer with benefits." 
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No subject is more favorite in tradition and song 
than the destruction of some dangerous monster by a 
popular champion. Not to mention the exploits of 
Hercules, Theseus, St. George, Sir Bevis, and Sir Guy, 
or the Linden-worms of Scandinavian story, we may 
refer the reader ^o numerous legends of the kind, mi- 
nutely localized in different parts of England, and 
claiming to be authenticated by historical monuments. 
(See Wright's remarks on the romance of Guy of War- 
wick^ p. 130.) Such is the We of the Lambton Worm 
of Durham, which agrees in many particulars with that 
of the Worm of Linton in Roxburghshire. (See Scott's 
Introduction to Kempion^ and Sir Cuthbert Sharpe's 
Bishopric Garland, p. 21.) It is highly probable that 
the mere coincidence of sound with Linden- Worm 
caused this last place to be selected as the scene of one 
of these achievements. 

Pollard, of Pollard Hall, who slew " a venomous 
serpent, which did much harm to man and beast," is 
styled a Champion Knight, and this perhaps is ail the 
meaning of Kempion. 

" Cum heir, cum heir, ye freely feed. 
And lay your head low on my knee ; 
The heaviest weird I will you read. 
That ever was read to gay ladye. 

" O meikle dolour sail ye dree, 5 

And aye the salt seas o'er ye'se swim ; 
And far mair dolour sail ye dree 

On Estmere crags, when ye them climb. 

8. If by Estmere Crags we are to understand the rocky 
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" I weird ye to a fiery beast, 

And relieved sail ye never be, w 

Till Kempion, the kingia son. 

Cum to the crag, and thrice kisa thee." — 

O meikle dolour did she dree, 

And aye the salt seas o'er Bhe swam ; 

And far mair dolour did she dree u 

On Esttnere crags, when she them clamb. 

Ajjd aye she cried for Kempion, 

Gin he would but come to her hand : 

Now word has gane to Kempion, 

That sicken a beast was in bis land. »> 

" Now, by my sooth," said Kempion, 
" This fiery beast I'll gang and see." — 

" And by my sooth," s^d Segramour, 
" My ae brother, I'll gang wi' thee." 

Then bi^ed hae they a bonny boat, w 

And they hae eel her to the s^" ■ 

But a mile before they, reach'd t 
Around them she gar'd the n 



diffa of Nartbamberlsad, In oppveitioii to Wi 
may bring ont soene of action near Bamborou 
aJmoit identify tbe tale of KempiiM with thi 
Worm of SpimSeiloa, to which it bean loi 
blanoa. — Scott. 
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" O Segramour, keep the boat afloat, 

And let her na the land o'er near ; » 

For this wicked beast will sure gae mad, 
And set fire to a* the land and mair." — 

Syne has he bent* an arblast bow. 
And aim'd an arrow at her head ; 

And swore if she didna quit the land, m 

Wi* that same shaft to shoot her dead. 

" O out of my stythe I winna rise, 
(And it is not for the awe o' thee,) 
Till Kempion, the kingis son. 

Cum to the crag, and thrice kiss me." — 40 

He has louted him o'er the dizzy crag, 
And gien the monster kisses ane ; 

Awa she gaed, and again she cam. 
The fieryest beast that ever was seen. 

" O out o' my stythe I winna rise, « 

(And not for a' thy bow nor thee,) 
Till Kempion, th^ kingis son. 

Cum to the crag, and thrice kiss me." — 

He's louted him o'er the Estmere crags, 
And he has gi'en her kisses twa : w 

Awa she gaed, and again she cam. 
The fieryest beast that ever you saw. 



" O oat of my den I winna rise, 
Nor flee it for the fear o' thee, 
Till Kempion, that coarteous knigbt, » 

Cum to the crag, and thrice kias me." — 

He's louted him o'er the lofty crag. 
And he has gi'en her kisses three : 

Awa she gaed, and again she cam, 

The loveliest ladye e'er could be ! « 

" And by my soolh/'-says Kempion, 
" My ain true love, (for this is she,) 
They surely had a heart o' stane, 
Could put thee to such misery. 

" O was it warwolf in the wood ? w 

Or was it mermaid in the sea ? 
Or was it man or vUe woman, 

My ain true love, that mia-shaped thee?" — 

" It wasna warwolf in the wood, 

Nor was it mermaid in the sea ; k 

But it was my wicked step-mother, 
And wae and weary may she be ! " — 

" 0, a heavier weird shall light her on. 
Than ever fell on vile woman ; 
Her hair shall grow rough, and her teeth 

grow lapg, " 

And on her four feet shall she gang. 



" None shall lake pity her upon ; 
In Wormeswood she aye shall won ; 
And relieyed shall she never be, 
Till St. Mungo come over the sea."— 
And sighing said that weary wigbt, 
" I doubt that day m never see ! " 



KEMP OWTNE. 

Kemp Owyne, says Motherwell, " was, no doubt, the 
same Ewein or Owain, ap Urien the king of Reged, 
who b celebrated by «he bards, Taliessin and Lly warch- 
Hen, as well as in the Welsh historical Triads. In a 
poem of Gruffyd Llwyd, a. d. 1400, addressed to 
Owain Glyndwr, is the following allusion to this war- 
rior. * Thou hast travelled by land and by sea in the 
conduct of thine affairs, like Owain ap Urien in days 
of yore, when with activity he encountered the black 
knight of the water.** His mistress had a ring esteemed 
one of the thirteen rarities of Britain, which, (like the 
wondrous ring of Gyges) would render the wearer 
invisible." Minstrelsy^ p. LsjsxiiL 

The copy of Kemp Owyne printed in Buchan*s 
Ancient BaUadSy (ii. 78,) is the same as the following. 

Heb mother died when she was young, 
Which gave her cause to make great moan ; 

* ^* On sea, on land, thou still didst brave 
The dangerous cliff and rapid wave ; 
Like Drien^ who subdued the knight, 
And the feU dragon put to flight. 
Yon moss-grown fount beside ; 
The grim, black warrior of the flood. 
The dragon, gorged with human blood. 
The waters' scaly pride.** 

Jones's WeUh Bards, i. 41. 
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Her father married the warst woman 
That ever lived in Christendom. 

She served her with foot and hand, s 

In every thing that she cx)uld dee ; 

Till once, in an unlucky time, 

She threw her in ower Craigy's sea. 

Says, " Lie you there, dove Isabel, 

And all my sorrows lie with thee ; lo 

Till Kemp Owyne come ower the sea. 
And borrow you with kisses three, 

Let all the warld do what they will. 
Oh borrowed shall you never be." 

Her breath grew Strang, her hair grew lang, m 
And twisted thrice about the tree. 

And all the people, far and near, 

Thought that a savage beast was she ; 

This news did come to Kemp Owyne, 

Where he lived far beyond the sea. * » 

He hasted him to Craig/s sea, 

And on the savage beast look'd he ; 
Her breath was Strang, her hair was lang, 

And twisted was about the tree. 
And with a swing she came about : 25 

" Come to Craigy's sea, and kiss with me. 

" Here is a royal belt," she cried, 
" That I have found in the green sea ; 



And while your body it is on, 

Drawn shall your blood never be ; 

But if you touch me, tail or fin, 

I TOW my belt your death shall be." 

He stepped in, gave her a kiss. 

The royal belt he brought him wi' ; 

Her breath was Strang, her hair was lang, 
And twisted twice about the tree, 

And with a swing she came about : 
" Come to Craigy's sea, and kias with me. 

" Here is a rojal ring," she said, 

" That I have found in the green sea ; 
And while your finger it is on, 

Drawn shall your blood never be ; 
But if you touch me, tail or fin, 
I swear my ring your dea 

He stepped in, gave her a k 

The royal ring he brought 
Her breath was Strang, her 

And twisted ance around 
And with a swing she came 
" Come to Craigy's sea, and 

" Here is a royal brand," she 

" That I have found in the 

And while your body it is oi 

Drawn shall your blood n 
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But if you touch me, tail or fin, 

I swear lOj brand your deaUi shall be" 

ped in, gave her a kisa, 

■oyal brand he brought him wi' ; 

•Ath was sweet, her hair grew short, 

twisted nane about the tree ; 

ilingly she came about, 

jr a woman as fair could be. 



KING HENR 

A moderDized cop; of King B 
in the Tales of Wonder, (No 57,; 
Courteous King Jamie. It first apj 
dress in the Border Minstrelsy, (iii 
preferable in aome respecta was gi 
hiB Popular Ballarb, (ii. 194,) wh 
without the editor'a interpolations 
similar legends, see the Marriage 
page 80 of this volume. 

Lat never a man a wooing 

That lacketh thiugis thn 
A routh o' gould, an open 
Ay fu' o' charity. 

As litis I speak of King £ 
For he lay burd-alane; 

And he's doeo him to a jel 
Was far frae ony town. 

He chaa'd the deer now hii 
And the roe down by th 

Till the fattest buck in a' t 
King Henry he has slaii 
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O he has doen him to his ha', 

To mak him bierly cheer ; 
And in it cam a grisly ghost, 

Staed stappin' i' the fleer. 

Her head hat the roof-tree o' the house, 
Her middle ye mat weel span ; — 

He's thrown to her his gay mantle ; 
Says, — " Ladie, hap your lingcan." 

Her teeth was a' like teather stakes, 

Her nose like club or meU ; 
And I ken nae thing she 'pear'd to be. 

But the flend that wons in hell. « 



u 
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" Some meat, some meat, ye King Henry ; 

Some meat ye gie to me." 
" And what meat's in this house, Ladie ? 

And what ha'e I to gi'e ? " 
" Its ye do kill your berry-brown steed, 

And ye bring him here to me." 

O whan he slew his berry-brown steed. 
Wow but his heart was sair ! 

She ate him a' up, flesh and bane, 
Left naething but hide and hair. 

" Mair meat, mair meat, ye King Henry, 

Mair meat ye bring to me." 
" And what meatus in this house, Ladie ? 



so 
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And whatbae I lo^'e?" 
" O ye do kill your good grey hounds, 
And ye bring them in to me." 

whan he killed hia good grey bounds, 
Wow but his heart was sair 1 

She ale them a' up, flesh and bane, 
Left naething but hide and hair. 

" MaJr meat, mair meat, ye Kiog Henry, 

Mair meat ye bring to me." 
" And what meat's in this house, Ladle ? 

And what hae I to gi'e ? " 
" ye do kill your gay goss hawks, 

And ye bring them here to me." 

whan he kill'd his gay goas hawks. 
Wow but hig heart was sair ! 

She ate them a' up, skin and bane, 
Lefl naething but feathers bare. 

" Some drink, some drink, now, King Henr] 
Some drink ye bring to me." 

" O what drink's in this house, Ladie, 
That ye're nae welcome tee ? " 

" O ye sew up your horse's hide. 
And bring in & drin~ 

And he's seVd up the 
A puncheon o' wine 
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She drank it a' up at a waughty 
Left na ae drap ahin'. 

" A bed, a bed, now. King Henry, 65 

A bed ye mak to me ; 
For ye maun pu' the heather green. 
And mak a bed to me." 

And pu'd has he the heather green. 

And made to her a bed ; to 

And up he's ta'en his gay mantle, 
And o'er it ha^e spread. 

" Tak aff your claiths, now. King Henry, 

And lye down by my side ; " 
" O Grod forbid," says King Henry, r« 

" That ever the like betide ; 
That ever the fiend that wons in hell. 
Should streek down by my side." 



Whan nicht was gane, and day was come. 
And the sun shone thro' the ha', » 

The fairest lady that ever was seen 
Lay atween him and the wa'. 

" O weel is me I" says Bang Henry ; 
" How lang'U this last wi' me ? " 
Then out it spake that fair lady, — « 

" E'en till the day you die. 
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" For Tve met wi' mony a gentle knichl, 
That gae me aic a fill ; 
But never before wi' a curteis knicbt, 
That gae me a' my wilL" 



COSPATRICK. 

{Border MinBtrtUy, iii. 263.) 

This ballad, which is still very popular, is known 
under various other names, as BothweUy Child Brenton, 
Lord Dingwall, We were Sisters, we were Seven, &c. 
Scott's version was derived principally from recitation, 
but some of the concluding stanzas were taken from 
Herd's. Herd's copy, which must be regarded as a 
fragment, is ^ven in connection with the present, and 
Buchan's in the Appendix to this volume. Another 
edition, of a suspicious character, may be seen in Cro- 
mek's Remains of NUhsdale and Galloway Song, 
(p. 205.) Jamieson has translated a Danish legend, 
(Ingefred and Gudrune,) closely resembling Cospat- 
rick, in the Illustrations to Northern Antiquities, (p. 340.) 

CosPATRiCK has sent o'er the faem ; 
Cospatrick brought his ladye hame ; 
And fourscore ships have come her wi', 
The ladye by the grene-wood tree. 

There were twal' and twal' wi' baken breads « 
And twal' and twal' wi' gowd sae reid, 
And twal' and twal' wi' bouted flour, 
And twal' and twal' wi' the paramour. 

1. Cospatrick, Comes Patricius^ was the designation of 
the Earl of Dunbar, in the days of Wallace and Bruce. 

Scott. 
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Sweet Willy was a widow's son, 

And at her stirrup he did run ; lo 

And she was clad in the finest pall, 

But aye she let the tears down fall. 

" O is your saddle set awrye ? 
Or rides your steed for you ower high ? 
Or are you mourning, in your tide, 15 

That you suld be CJospatrick's bride ? " 

" I am not mourning, at this tide, 
That I suld be Cospatrick's bride ; 
But I am sorrowing in my mood, 
ITiat I suld leave my mother good. ao 

" But, gentle boy, come tell to me. 

What is the custom of thy countrie ? " — 
" The custom thereof, my dame," he says, 
" Will ill a gentle laydye please. 

" Seven king's daughters has our lord wedded, 2s 
And seven king's daughters has our lord 

bedded ; 
But he's cutted their breasts frae their breast- 
bane, 
And sent them mourning hame again. 

Yet, gin you're sure that you're a maid, 

Ye may gae safely to his bed ; ao 



But gif o' that ye be na sure, 

Then hire some damaell o' your bour." — 

The ladye'a call'd her bour nwuden, 

That wiuting was into her train g 

Five thousand merka Fll gie to thee, ■» 

To sleep this night with my lord for me." — 

When bells were rung, and mass was sayne, 
And a' men unto bed were gane, 
Cospatrick and the bonny maid, 
Into a chamber they were liud. «i 

Now, speak to me, blankets, and speak lo me, 

bed, 
And apeak, thou sheet, enehanted web ; 
And apeak up, my bonny brown sword, thut 

winnaUe, 
Is this a true maiden that lies by me ? " — 

It ia not a maid that you hae wedded, e 

But it is a maid that you hae bedded ; 
It ia a leal maiden that lies by thee. 
But not tbe maiden that it ahould be." — 

wrathfiilly he left the bed, 

And wrathfully his claes on did ; ai 

And he has ta'en him through the ha'. 

And on his mother he did on.' 
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" I am the most unhappy man, 
That ever was in Christen land ! 
I courted a maiden, meik and mild, 55 

And I hae gotten naething but a woman wi' 
child."— 

• 
" O stay, my son, into this ha'. 
And sport ye wi' your merrymen a' ; 
And I will to the secret hour, 
To see how it fares wi' your paramour." — 00 

The carKne she was stark and sture, 
She aff the hinges dang the dure ; 
" O is your bairn to laird or loun. 
Or is it to your father's groom ? " — 

" O hear me, mother, on my knee, es 

Till my sad story I tell to thee : 
X) we were sisters, sisters seven, 
We were the fairest under heaven. 

" It fell on a summer's afternoon, 
When a' our toilsome task was done^ 70 

We cast the kevils us amang, 
To see which suld to the grene-wood gang. 

" Ohon ! aJas, for I was youngest. 
And aye my wierd it was the hardest ! 
The kevil it on me did fa', w 

Whilk was the cause of a' my woe. ^jd 
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" For to the grene-wood I maan gae, 
To pu' the red rose and the slae ; 
To pu' the red rose and the thyme, 
To deck mj mother's hour and mine. » 

" I hadna pu'd a flower but ane, ♦ 
When bj there came a gallant hende, 
Wi' high-coll'd hose and laigh-coll'd shoon, 
And he seem'd to be sum kmgis son. 

" And be I a maid, or be I nae, as 

He kept me there till the dose o' daj ; 
And be I a maid, or be I nane. 
He kept me there till the day was done. 

" He gae me a lock o' his yellow hair, 
And bade me keep it ever mair ; « 

He gae me a carknet o' bonny beads, 
And bade me keep it against n;iy needs. 

" He gae to me a gay gold ring, 
And bade me keep it abune a' thing." — 

" What did ye wi' the tokens rare, m 

That ye gat frae that gallant there ? " — 

" bring that coffer unto me. 

And a' the tokens ye sail see." — 
" Now stay, daughter, your hour within, 

While I gae parley wi' my son." — iw 
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she has ta'en her thro' the ha', 
And on her son began to ca' ; 

" What did ye wi' the bonnj beads 

1 bade you keep against your needs ? 

** What did you wi' the gay gold ring io6 

I bade you keep abune a' thing ? " — 

" I gae them to a ladye gay, 
I met on grene-wood on a day. 

'* But I wa4 gie a' my halls and tours, 
I had that ladye within my hours ; uo 

But I wad gie my very life, 
I had that ladye to my wife." — 

'* Now keep, my son, your ha's and tours. 
Ye have the bright burd in your hours ; 
And keep, my son, your very life, m 

Ye have that ladye to your wife." — 

Now, or a month was .come and gane. 

The ladye bare a bonny son ; 

And 'twas weel written on his breast-bane, 
" Cospatrick is my father's name." 120 

" O row my lady in satin and silk. 

And wash my son in the morning milk." 



BOTHWELL. 

From Herd's Scottish Songs, (i. 148.) 

As Bothwell was walking in the lowlands alane, 

Hey dowriy and a down, 
He met six ladies sae gallant and fine, 

Hey down, and a down. 

He cast his lot amang them a', s 

And on the youngest his lot did fa'. 

He's brought her frae her mother's bower, 
Unto his strongest castle and tower. 

But ay she cry'd and made great moan, 

And ay the tear came trickling down. lo 

" Come up, come up," said the foremost man, 
" I think our bride comes slowly on." 

" O lady, sits your saddle awry. 
Or is your steed for you owre high ? " 

^' My saddle is not set awry, i* 

Nor carries me my steed owre high ; 
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"But- 1 am weary of my life, 
Since I maun be Lord Bothwell's 



He's blawn his horn sae sharp and 
Up start the deer on every hill ; 



He's blawn his horn sae lang and 1 
Up start the deer in gude green wo 



His lady mother lookit owr 
And she saw them riding a 



She's called upon her maids by S' 
To mak his bed b^th safl and ev 



She's called upon her cooks by nini 
To make their dinner fair and fine. 



When day was gane and night was 
" What ails my love on me to frown ! 



" Or does the wind blow in your glov 
Or runs your mind on another love 



" Nor blow8 the wind within my glov 
Nor runs my mind on another love : 



" But I not maid nor maiden am, 
For I'm wi' bairn to another man." 



I'd a mtuden sae meek and sae mild, 
Dught bat a woman wi' child." 

•"a taen her up to a tower, 

her in her secret bower : « 

iter mine, come tell to me, 
n this is that you are wi'." 

lear, I canna learn 

■ father of my bairn. 

alk'd in the lowlands my lane, » 

ntleman gallant and fine ; 

me there eae late and sae lang, 
v'ning late till the morning dawn ; 

t be ^ed me to my propine, « 

of green gloves, and a gay gold ring, 

htera of his yellow hsur, 
it we shou'd meet nae mtdr." 

lother went down the stair : 

LOW son, come tell to me, 

ic green gloves I gave to thee ? " « 

lady sae fiur and so fine, 
gloves and a gay gold ring : 
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" But I wad gie my castles and 
I had that lady within my boi 



" But I wad gie my very life, 
I had that lady to be my wife. 



" Now keep, now keep your cat 
You have that lady within yoi 



"Now keep, now keep your vei 
You have that lady lo be you 



" row my lady in sattin and s 
And wash my son in the mon 



WILLIE'S LADYE. 

CBD from Mrs. Brown's MS., in the Bsrder 
sy, vol. iii. p. 170. Another copy U given in 
n's Popular Ballads, (ii. 36?,) and vevsiona, 

I and altered from the ancient, in the same 
ii. 1 79,) and in Tales nf Wonder, No. 56. 
lad beara a striking resemblance to Sir Sli^ 
iy TorelUd, translated from the Danish by 
1, liluslrations of Northern Aniiqwlies, p. 344 ; 
• Danske Viser, i. 271. See also Lilen Keratma 
ling, in Arwidsson's FornsSnger, ii. 252. 

is who wish to know how an incantation, or 
rf the distresaing nature here described, waa 
>d in classic days, may consult the story of 
s's Metamorphosis, in Ovid, or the following 
in Apuleiua : ' Eadem (saga, scilicet, quiedam) 
tixorem, quod in eam dicacute probrum dix* 
n in sarcinam prtegnationis, obsepto utero, et 
} fcetu, perpetua prcegnatione damnaviL Et 
i numerant, octo annorum onere, misella ilia, 
tphantum paritura, distenditur.' Aful. Me- 
re 19 a curious tale about a Count of Wester- 
om a deserted concubine bewitched tipon his 
t, so as Co preclude all hopes of his becoming 
. The Bpell continued to operate for three ' 

II one day, the Count happening to meet with 
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his former mistress, she maliciously asked him about 
the increase of his family. The Count, conceiving 
some suspicion from her manner, craftily answered, 
that God had blessed him with three fine children ; on 
which she exclaimed, like Willie's mother in the ballad, 
" May heaven confound the old hag, by whose counsel 
I threw an enchanted pitcher into the draw-well of 
your palace ! *' The spell being found, and destroyed, 
the Count became the father of a numerous family. 
Hierarckie of the Blessed Angels^ p. 474.*' Scott. 

^ Willie's ta'en him o'er the faem, 

He's wooed a wife, and brought her hame ; 
He's wooed her for her yellow hair, 
But his mother wrought her meikle care ; 

And meikle dolour gar'd her dree, « 

For lighter she can never be ; 
But in her bower she sits wi' pain, 
And Willie mourns o'er her in vain. 

And to his mother he has gane. 

That vile rank witch, o' vilest kind ! lo 

He says — " My ladle has a cup, 

Wi' gowd and silver set about ; 

This gudely gift sail be your ain. 

And let her be lighter o' her young bairn." — 



\ 



" Of her young bairn she's never be lighter, is 
Nor in her hour to shine the brighter : 

But she saU die, and turn to clay, ^ 

And you sail wed another may." — 
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"Another may Til never wed, 
Another may Pll never bring hame : " — 
t, sighing, said that weary wight — 
fish my life were at an end ! 

t gae ye to your mother again, 

at vile rank witch, o' vilest kind I 

d say, your ladye has a steed, 

e like o' him's no in the land o' Leed. 

r he is silver shod before, 

d he is gowden shod behind ; 

every tati of that horse mane, 

ere's a golden chess, and a bell to ring. 

is gudely gift sail be her ain, 

d let me be lighter o' my young bium,"- 

her young boim she's ne'er be lighter, 
r in her bour to shine the brighter ; 
I she sail die, and turn to clay, 
d ye sail wed another may." — 

lOtber may I'll never wed, 
other may I'll never bring hame : " — 
t, sighing, s^d that weary wight — 
rish my life were at an end ! — 

t gae ye to your mother again, 
at vile rank witch, o' rankest kind ! 
d say your ladye has a girdle, 
I a' red gowd to the middle ; 
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" And aye, at ilka siller hem *s 

Hang fifty siller bells and ten ; 
This gudely gift sail be her ain, 
And let me be lighter o' my young bairn." — 

" Of her young bairn she's ne'er be lighter, 
Nor in your hour to shine the brighter ; « 

For she sail die, and turn to clay, 
And thou sail wed another may." — 

" Another may Fll never wed. 
Another may I'll never bring hame : " — 
But, sighing, said that weary wight — « 

" I wish my days were at an end ! " — 

Then out and spak the Billy Blind, 
(He spak aye in good time :) 
" Yet gae ye to the market-place, 
And there do buy a loaf of wace ; eo 

Do shape it bairn and baimly like, 
And in it twa glassen een you'll put ; 

" And bid her your boy's christening to. 
Then notice weel what she shall do ; 
And do you stand a little away, « 

To notice weel what she may say." 



67. BiUy BUnd—A familiar genius, or propitious spiriti 
somewhat similar to the Brownie, 
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i him to the market-place, 

liere he bought a leaf o' wax ; 

aped it bairn and baimly like, 

1 twa glazen een he pat ; lo 

1 him tilt hia mither then, 
ade her to his boy's chriEtnia ; 
e did stand a Utde forbje, 
oticed well what she did say. 

I has loosed the nine witch knots, n 

rere amang that ladye'e locks ? 
rha's ta'en out the k^ms o' care, 
vere amang that ladye's hair ? 

'ha has ta'en down that bush o' woodbine, 
mng between her hour and mine ? so 

'ha has kill'd the master kid, 
■an beaeath that ladye's bed ? 
ha has loosed her left foot shee, 
■t that ladye lighter be ? " 

Willy's loosed the nine witch knots, s^ 
irere amang that ladye's locks ; 
Millie's ta'en out the kaims o' care, 
rere into that ladye's hair ; 



initad from Jamieson's copj'. 
witch'i chief familiar, placed u 
imaa in tbo form of a kill. 



Willie's ladte. 285 

And he's ta'en down the bush o' woodbine, 
Hung atween her bour and the witch carline ; 90 
And he has kill'd the master kid, 
That ran beneath that ladye's bed ; 

And he has loosed her left foot shee, 

And latten that ladje lighter be ; 

And now he has gotten a bonny son, as 

And meikle grace be him upon. 



^ 



ALISON GROSS. 

JamiesoD*8 Popular BdUads, ii. 187. 

FBOM THE RECITATION OF MRS. BROWN. 

• 

Alison Gross, that lives in yon tower, 
The ugliest witch in the north countiie. 

Has trysted me ae day up till her bower, 
And mony fair speech she made to me. 

She straiked my head, and she kembed my hair, 
And she set me down saftly on her knee, 6 

Says, — " Gin ye will be my lemman sae true, 
Sae mony braw things as I would you gi'e." 

She shaVd me a mantle o' red scarlet, 
Wi' gouden flowers and fringes fine, lo 

Says " Gin ye will be my lemman sae true. 
This goodly gift it sail be thine." 

" Awa, awa, ye ugly witch, 

Haud far awa, and lat me be ; 

1 never will be your lemman sae true, w 
Ajid I wish I were out of your company." 



She neiat brocht a sark o' the eaflest 
Weel wrought wi' pearls about the 

Saya, — " Gin ye will be my ain true 1 
This goodly gift ye sail command." 

She ahaw'd me a cup o' the good red 
"Weel set wi' jewels sae fair to see ; 

Says, — " Gin ye will be my lemman s; 
This goodly gift I will you gie." 

" Awa, awa, ye ugly witeh ! 

Hand far awa, aad lat me be ; 
For I wadna ance kias your ugly mou 
For a' the gifts that ye cou'd gie." 

She's fumed her richt and round abou 
And thrice she blew on a grass-gree 

And she sware by the moon and the sta 
That ahe'd gar me rue the day I wt 

Then out has she ta'en a silver wand, 
And she's turned her three timea n 

She's mutter'd sic words, that my st 
fail'd, 
And I fell down senaelesa on the gr 

She's tum'd me into an ugly worm, 
And gar'd me toddle about the tree 
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And ay, on ilka Saturday's night, 

My sister M^isry came to me, 40 

Wr silver bason, and silver kemb. 
To kemb my headie upon her knee ; 

But or I had kiss'd her ugly mouth, 
rd rather hae toddled about the tree. 

But as it fell out on last Hallowe'en, ^ 

When the Seely Court was ridin' by. 

The queen lighted down on a gowan bank, 
Nae far frae the tree whare I wont to lye. 

She took me up in her milk-white hand, 
And she straiked me three times o'er her 
knee ; so 

She changed me again to my ain proper shape, 
And I nae mair maun toddle about the tree. 



46. Seely Court, i. e. " pleasant or happy court," or " court 
of the pleasant and happy people." This agrees with the 
ancient and more legitimate idea of Fairies. Jamieson. See 
p. 238, V. 181, et seq. 
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But she had nae these words well spoke, 

Nor yet these words well said, 
Till Cow-me-doo flew frae ihe tower, 

And lighted on her head. «i 

Then she has brought this pretty bird 

Hame to her bowers and ha' ; 
And made him shine as ffiir a bird 

As ony o' them a'. 

When day was gane, and night was come, st 

About the evening tide, 
This lady spied a sprightly youth 

Stand straight up by her side. 

" From whence came ye, young man ? " she 

" That does aurpriae me sair ; » 

My door was boiled right secure ; 
What way ha'e ye come here ? " 

" O had your tongue, ye lady lair, 
Lat a' yonr folly be ; 
Mind ye not on four turtle doo » 

Last day ye brought wi' thee ? " 

" tell me mur, young man," she said, 
" This does surprise me now ; 
What country ha'e ye come frae ? 

What pedigree are you ? " « 
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" My mither lives on foreign isles, 
She has nae mair but me ; 
She is a queen o' wealth and state, 
And birth and high degree ; 

" Likewise well skill'd in magic spells, « 

As ye may plainly see ; 
And she transform'd me to yon shape. 
To charm such maids as thee. 

" I am a doo the live lang day, 

A sprightly youth at night ; so 

This aye gars me appear mair fair 
In a fair maiden's sight. 

" And it was but this verra day 
That I cam'e ower the sea ; 
Your lovely face did me enchant, — « 

ril live and dee wi* thee." 



" Cow-me-doo, my luve sae true, 
Nae mair frae me ye'se gae." 

" That's never my intent, my luve, 
As ye said, it shaU be sae." 



" Cow-me-doo, my luve sae true, 
It's time to gae to bed." 

" Wi' a' my heart, my dear marrow. 
It's be as ye ha'e said." 



60 
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Then he has staid in bower wi' her qb 

For sax lang years and ane, 
Till sax young sons to him she bare, 

And the seventh she's brought hame. 

But aye as ever a child was bom, 

He carried them away, Jf 

And brought them to his mither's care. 
As fast as he cou'd fly. 

Thus he has staid in bower wi' her 

For twenty years and three ; 
There came a lord o' high renown w 

To court this fair ladie. 

But still his proflTer she refused, 

And a' his presents too ; 
Says, " Fm content to live alane 

Wi' my bird, Cow-me-doo." » 

Her father sware a solemn oath 
Amang the nobles all, 
" The mom, or ere I eat or drink, 
This bird I wUl gar kill." 

The bird was sitting in his cage, 8? 

And heard what they did say ; 
And when he found they were dismist. 

Says, " Waes me for this day I 
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" Before that I do langer slay, 
And thus to be forlorn, 
ni gang unto mj mither's bovrer, 
Where I was bred and born," 

Then Cow-me-doo look flight and flew 

Beyond the raging sea; 
And lighted near his mither's castle 

On a tower o' gowd sac hie. 

As his mither was wauking out, 
To see what she coud see, 

And there she saw her little son 
Set on the tower sae hie. 

" Get dancers here to danee," she said, 
" And minstrells for to play ; 
For here's my young son, Florentine, 
Come here wi' me to stay." 

" Get nae dancers to dance, milher. 
Nor minstrells for to play ; 
For the milber o' my seven sons. 
The mom's her wedding-day." 

" tell me, tell me, Florentine, 
Tell me, and tell me true, 
Tell me this day without a flaw. 
What I will do for you." 
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" Instead of dancers to dance, mither, 
J Or minstrells for to play, 

Turn four-and-twenty wall-wight men, U5 
Like storks, in feathers gray ; 

" My seven sons in seven swans, 
Aboon their heads to flee ; 
And I, mysell, a gay gos-hawk, 

A bird o' high degree." lao 

Then sichin' said the queen hersell, 
" That thing's too high for me ;" 
But she applied to an auld woman, 
Who had mair skill than she. 

• 

Instead o' dancers to dance a dance, us 

Or minstrells for to play, 
Four-and-twenty wall-wight men 

Tum'd birds o' feathers gray ; 

Her seven sons in seven swans, 

Aboon their heads to flee ; i» 

And he, himsell, a gay gos-hawk, 

A bird o' high degree. 

This flock o' birds took flight and flew 

Beyond the raging sea ; 
And landed near the Earl Mar's castle, iss 

Took shelter in every tree. 
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They were a flock o' prett 
Right comely to be Been 

The people view'd them w 
As they danc'd on the g 

These birds ascended frae i 
And lighted on the ha' ; 

And at the last wi' force d 
Amang the nobles a'> 

The storks there seized soi 
They coo'd nei'her fight 

The Hwans they bound the 
Below a green aik tree. 

They lighted next on maidi 
Then on the bride'ii own 

And wi' the twinkling o' ai 
The bride and ihem wei 

There's ancient men ai wo 
For sixty years or more 

But sic a curiou; wcilditig- 
They never saw Ittfore. 

For naething eon'd lli'- ivfii 
Nor naeihing i^m'il tlii-y 

Bnt they taw a Hipi\ u' fin 
That tMfk tli/Hr liri<l<; an 
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en that Earl Mar he came to know 
Hiere bis dochter did stay, 
sign'd a bond o' unity, 
jid visits now they pay. 



YOUNG AKIN. 

Mr. Einloch printed a fragment of this ballad under 
the title of Hynde Elin.* (See Appendix.) The story 
was afterwards given complele by Buchan, (Ballads 
of the North of Scotland, i. 6,) aa here follows. Bu- 
than had previously communicated to Motherwell a 
modernized version of the same tale, in which (he Etin 
ia changed to a Groom. Although the slory is thus 
stripped of its Bupe^s^itio1ls features, we have subjoined 
it to its undoubted original. 

In many respects similar is the Swedish ballad of the 
Hill King, (BergkonMngen, Geijer and Afzclius, ii. 22,) 
translated in Eeigbtley'e Fairy Mythology, 103, under 
the title of Proud Margaret. 

La.dt Mabgabet sits in her bower door, 

Sewing at her silken seam ; 
She heard a note In Elmond's-wood, 

And wish'd she there had been. 

She loot the seam &' frae ber side, a 

And the needle to her tae ; 
And she is on to Elmond-wood 

As fast as she coud gae, 

* Etin is giaut or ogre. 
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She hadna pu'd a nat, a nut, 

Nor broken a branch but ane, lo 

TiU bj it came a young hind chiel, 

Says, " Lady, lat alane. 

" O why pu* ye the nut, the nut, 
Or why brake ye the tree ? 
For I am forester o' this wood : w 

Ye should spier leave at me.** 

^ril ask leave at no living man, 
Nor yet will I at thee ; 
My father is king o*er a' this realm. 
This wood belongs to me." ao 

She hadna pu'd a nut, a nut, 
Nor broken a branch but three, 

Till by it came him Young Akin, 
And gar'd her lat them be. 

The highest tree in Elmond's-wood, 25 

He's pu*d it by the reet ; 
And he has built for her a bower 

Near by a hallow seat 

He's built a bower, made it secure 

Wi' carbuncle and stane ; w 

Tho' travellers were never sae nigh. 
Appearance it had nane. 



W 



He'a kept her there in Elmond'a-w 
For six lang years and one ; 

Till six pretty sons to him she bea 
And the seventh she's brought b 

It fell ance upon a day, 

Thia guid lord went from home ; 
And he la to the hunting gane, 

Took wi' him his eldest son. 

And when they were on a guid ws 
Wi' slowly pace did walk, 

The boy's heart being something v 
He thus began to talk : — 

" A question I wou'd ask, father, 
Gin ye wou'dna angry be ? " 

" Say on, say on, my bonny boy, 
Te'se nae be quarrell'd by me." 

"I see my mither's cheeks aye weet 
I never can see them dry ; 
And I wonder what aileth my mit 
To mourn continually," 

" Tour mither was a king's daughtei 
Sprung frac a high degree ; 
And she might hae wed some worth 
Had she nae been stown by me 
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" I wBa her fether's cup-bearer, 
Just at that dttai time ; 
I catch'd her on a misty night, 
Whan summer wb3 in prime. 

" My luve to her was most sincere, 
Her luve waa great for me j 
But when she hardships doih endure, 
Her folly she does see." 

" ni shoot the buntin' o' the bush, 
The linnet o' the tree, 
And bring them to my dear mither, 
See if she'll merrier be." 

It foU upo' another day. 

This guid lord be thought lang. 

And he is to the hunting gane. 
Took wi' him his dog and gun. 

Wi' bow and arrow by his side, 

He's off, single, alane ; 
And left his seven children to stay 

Wi' their mither at hame. 

" O, I will tell to you, mither. 
Gin ye wadna angry be : " 
" Speak on, speak on, my little wee boy, 

Te'se nae be quarrell'd by me." 



" As n e came Irae the hjo 
We heard fine music r 

" My blessings on you, my 
I wish rd been there i 

He's Ui'eu hia mither by 
His six brithera also, 

And they are on thro' El 
As fast aa they coud g 

They wbtna weel where 
Wi' the stradius o' the 

They wistua weel where 
Till at her father'a yat 

" I hae nae money in my p 

But royal rings hae thj 

I'll ^e them you, my littJ 

And ye'll walk there {■ 

" Te'll gi'e the first to the p 

And he will lat you in 

Yell gi'e the next to the 

And he will show you 



BT. Tbe regular propitiation for 
bnllnd poetiy. Sw, e. g., Kinj Arlhi 
wan, in the Appendix, v. tS: alio Ihi 
yol. iii. p. 173. 
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" Te'll gi'e the tliird to the minstrel 
That plays before the king ; 
Hell play success to the bonny boy 
Came thro' the wood Tiim lane." 

He ga'e the first to the proud porter, 
And he open'd an' let him in ; 

He ga'e the next to the butler boy, 
And he has shown him ben ; 

He ga'e the third to the minstrel 
That pla/d before the king ; 

And he play'd success to the bonny boy 
Came thro' the wood him lane. 

Now when he came before the king, 
Fell low down on his knee : 

The king he turned round about, 
And the saut (ear blinded his ee. 

" Win up, win up, my bonny boy, 
Giang frae my companie ; 
Ye look sae like my dear daughter, 
My heart will birst in three." 

" Tf I look like your dear daughter, 
A wonder it is none ; 
If I look like your dear daughter, 
r am her eldest son," 
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" Will ye tell me, ye little wee boy, la* 

Where may my Margaret be ? " 

" She's just now standing at your yates. 
And my six brithers her wi'." 

" O where are all my porter boys 

That I pay meat and fee, iso 

To open my yates baith wide and braid ? 
Let her come in to me." 

When she came in before the king. 
Fell low down on her knee : 
" Win up, win up, my daughter dear, i36 

This day ye'U dine wi me." 

" Ae bit I canno' eat, father. 
Nor ae drop can I drink, 
Till I see my mither and sister dear. 

For lang for them I think." i4o 

When she came before the queen, 

Fell low down on her knee : 

" Win up, win up, my daughter dear, 

This day ye'se dine wi' me." 

" Ae bit I canno' eat, mither, i« 

Nor ae drop can I drink. 
Until I see my dear sister, 
For lang for her I think." 



r 



i 
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When that these two sisters met, , 

« 

She hail'd her courteouslie : i» 

" Come ben, come ben, iny sister dear, 
This day ye'se dine wi' me." 

" Ae bit I canno' eat, sister. 
Nor ae drop can I drink, 
UntU I see my dear husband, i« 

For lang for him I think." 

" where are all my rangers bold 
That I pay meat and fee. 
To search the forest far an' wide. 

And bring Akin to me ? " leo 

Out it speaks the wee little boy, — 
^' Na, na, this maunna be ; 
Without ye grant a free pardon, 
I hope yell nae him see." 

" here I grant a free pardon, m 

Well seal'd by my own han' ; 
Ye may make search for young Akin, 
As soon as ever you can." 

They searched the country wide and braid, 
The forests far and near, m 

And found him into Elmond's-wood, 
Tearing his yellow hair. 



" Win up, win up, now 

Win up, and boun 

We're mesBCngers cc 

The king wants y 

" lat >iii" take frae i 

Or hang me on a 

For since I've lost n 

Life's no pleasure 

" Your head will nae 1 

Nor hang'd upon i 

Your lady's in her fii 

And all he wants 

When he came in be 

Fell low down on 

" Win up, win up now 

This day ye'se dir 

But as they were at 

The boy asked a I 

" I wish we were in tb 

For to get Chris te 

" We ha'e Uved in gui 

This seven years . 

liui a' this time sinc< 

Was never a chur 

VOL. I. 20 
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" Your asking 's nae sae great, my boy, 

« 

But granted it shall be ; 
This day to guid church ye shall gang. 
And your mither shall gang you wi*." ato 

When unto the guid church she came, 

She at the door did stan' ; 
She was sae sair sunk down wi' shame, 

She coudna come farer ben. 

Then out it speaks the parish priest, 206 

And a sweet smile gae he ; — ' 
" Come ben, come ben, my lily flower. 
Present your babes to me." 

Then they staid in the royal court, 

And liv'd wi' mirth and glee ; ao 

And when her father was deceased, 
Heir of the crown was she. 

208. One ancommonly tasteless stanza, the Interpolation 
of some nursery-maid, is here omitted. Too many of 
Buchan*s ballads have suffered in this way, nnd have become 
both prolix and vulgar. 
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YOUNG HASTINGS THE GROOM. 

(Motherwell's Mnstrehy, p. 287.) 

" O WELL love I to ride in a mist, 
And shoot in a northern wind ; 
And far better a lady to steal, 
That 's come of a noble kind." 

Four-and-twenty fair ladies « 

Put on that lady's sheen ; 
And as many young gentlemen 

Did lead her o'er the green. 

Yet she preferred before them all 

Him, young Hastings the Groom ; lo 

lie 's coosten a mist before them all, 
And away this lady has ta'en. 

He 's taken the lady on him behind. 
Spared neither the grass nor com, 

Till they came to the wood of Amonshaw. i« 
Where again their loves were sworn. 



4i 
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And they have lived in that wood 

Full many a year and day, 
And were supported from time to time, 

By what he made of prey. 20 

And seven bairns, fair and fine, 

There she has bom to him, 
And never was in good church door, 

Nor never gat good kirking. 

Once she took harp into her hand, 25 

And harped them asleep ; 
Then she sat down at their couch side, 

And bitterly did weep. 

Said, " Seven bairns have I bom now 

To my lord in the ha' ; so 

I wish they were seven greedy rats. 
To run upon the wa'. 

And I myseF a great grey cat. 
To eat them ane an' a*. 

" For ten long years now I have lived 86 

Within this cave of stane. 
And never was at good church door, 
Nor got no good churching." 

then outspak her eldest child, 

And a fine boy was he, — <d 
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" hold your tongue, my mother dear ; 
I'll tell 70U what to dee. 

" Take you the youogest in your lap. 
The next youngest by the hand ; 
Put all the rest of ua you before, 
Aa yon learnt ua to gang. 

" And go with us into some good kirk, — 
Tou say they are built of staae, — 
And let us all be christened. 
And you gel good kirking." 

She took the youngest in her lap, 
The next youngest by the hand ; 

Set all the rest of them her before. 
As she learnt them to gang. 

And she has left the wood with them, 

And to a kirk has gane ; 
Where the good priest them christened, 

And gave her good kiricing. 



CLERK COLVILL, OR THE MERMAID. 

This ballad exemplifies a superstition deeply rooted 
in the belief of all the northern nations, — the desire of 
the Elves and Water-spirits for the love of Christians, 
and the danger of being exposed to their fascination. 
The object of their fatal passion is generally a bride- 
jjroom, or a bride, on the eve of marriage. See, in the 
Appendix, Sir Olnf and the Elf-King^s Daughter^ for 
further illustrations ; also the two succeeding pieces. 

Clerk Colvill was first printed in Herd's Scottish 
Songs J (i. 217,) and was inserted, in an altered shape, 
in Lewis's Tales of Wonder, (No. 66.) 

Clerk Colvill and his lusty dame 
"Were walking in the garden green ; 

The belt around her stately waist 
Cost Clerk Colvill of pounds fifteen. 

" promise me now, Clerk Colvill, s 

Or it will cost ye muckle strife, 
Ride never by the wells of Slane, 
If ye wad live and brook your life." 
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" Now speak nae mair, my lusty dame, 

Now speak nae mair of that to me : lo 

Did I ne'er see a fair woman, 

But I wad sin with her fair body ? " 

He's ta'en leave o' his gay lady, 
Nought minding what his lady said. 

And he's rode by the wells of Slane, w 

Where washing was a bonny maid. 

** Wash on, wash on, my bonny maid, 

That wash sae clean your sark of silk ; " 

" Ana weel fa' you, fair gentleman. 

Your body's whiter than the milk." 20 



Then loud, loud crfd the Clerk Colvill, 
" O my head it pains me sair ; " 
" Then take, then take," the maiden said, 
" And frae my sark you'll cut a gare." 25 

Then she's gi'ed him a little bane-knife, 
And frae ha: sark he cut a share ; 

She's ty'd it round his whey-white face. 
But ay his head it aked mair. 

Then louder cry'd the Clerk Colvill, » 

" sairer, sairer akes my head ; " 
" And sairer, sairer ever will," 

The maiden crys, " till you be dead." 

27, his sark. 



fOLTILL, OR THE KGRMAID. 

he drew his shining blade, 

ig ba Btick her where ^he stood ; 

'as vanish'd to a fish, 

am for off, a fair memwud. 

, mother, braid my hair ; 
;y lady, make my bed : 
, take niy sword and spear, 
laye seen the false mermaid." 



LADY ISABEL AND THE ELF-KNIGHT. 

From Buchan's BaUads of the North of Scotland^ i. 22, where 
it is entitled The Gowant sae gay^ from the burden. 



The hero of the first of the two following ballads 
would seem to be an Elf, that of the second a Nix, of 
Merman, though the punishment awarded to each of 
them in the catastrophe, -as the ballads now exist, is not 
consistent with their supernatural character. These 
pieces will easily be recognized as the originals o^May 
Colvin, (vol. ii. p. 272,) and the coincidence of this 
name with the Clerk Colvill of the last ballad is per- 
haps not altogether insignificant We have had the 
Elf-Knight introduced under the same circumstances 
at page 246 ; indeed, the first three or four stanzas are 
common to both pieces. 



Fair lady Isabel sits in ber bower sewing, 

Ai/e as the gowans grow gay ; 
There she heard an elf-knight blawing his horn, 

The first morning in May, 
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" If I had yon horn that I hear blawing," « 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ; 
" And yon elf-knight to sleep m my bosom," 

The first morning in May. 

This maiden had scarcely these words spoken, 
Aye as the gowans grow gay ; w 

Till in at her window the elf-knight has luppen. 
The first morning in May, 

" Its a very strange matter, fair maiden," said he, 

Aye as the gowans grow gay, 
" I canna' blaw my horn, but ye call on me," 15 

The first morning in May. 

" But will ye go to yon greenwood side," 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ? 
" If ye canna' gang, I will cause you to ride," 

Thejirst mominff in May. 

He leapt on a horse, and she on another. 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ; 
And they rode on to the greenwood together, 

The first morning in May, 

" Light down, light down, lady Isabel," said he, »» 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ; 
" "We are come to the place where ye are to die," 

The first morning in May. 



LADT ISABEL AND THE ELF-KNIGIIT. 
" Ha'e mere ^i"'" mprov. Tiind cir. nn mp." 

A^/e a* th 
" Till ance b 

Tkejir$t 

" Seven kin 

Aye as th 

" And je sh 

" O sit down 

" That we n 
Thejtrst 

She stroak'ij 



Wi- his ain . 


AyeattA 


With his air 


' Thejirst 


"If seven k 


Aseasth 


" Lye je h( 


Tbejirtt 



THE WATER 0' WEARIE'S WELL. 



From Buchan's Ballads of the North of Scotland, 
ii. 20 L Repeated in Scottish Traditional Versionsof 
Ancient Ballads^ Percy Society, xvii. 63. 

A Danish ballad parallel to this, is The Perfdious- 
Merman, Danske Viser, i. 310, translated by Jamie- 
son, i. 210, and by Monk Lewis, Tales of Wonder, 
No. 11. 



There came a bird out o' a bush. 

On water for to dine ; 
And sighing sair, says the king's daughter, 

" O waes this heart o' mine ! " 

He's taen a harp into his hand, 

He's harped them all asleep ; 
Except it was the king's daughter, 

Who ae wink cou'dna get. 




He's luppen on his berry-brown steed, 
Taen her od behind bimscll ; 

Then baith rude down to that water, 
That they ca' Wearie's well. 

" Wide in, wide in, my lady feir, 
Nae harm shall thee befall ; 

Aft times hae I water'd my steed, 
Wi' the water o' Wearie'a well." 

TIic first step that she stepped in. 

She stepped to the knee ; 
And sighing siur, says this lady f^r, 

" This water's nae for me." 

" Wide in, wide in, my lady fair, 
Nae harm shall thee befall ; 

Afl times hae I water'd my steed, 
Wi' the water o' Wearie's well." 

The next step that she stepped in. 
She stepped to the middle ; 

And sighing, says, this lady fair, 
" I've wat my gowden girdle." 

" Wide in, widr •- — '"■'" *■"'- 

Hae harm sh 
Aft times hae I 

Wi' the wate 
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The niest step that she stepped in, 

She stepped to the chin ; 
And sighing, says, this lady fair, ss 

" They shou'd gar twa loves twine." 

" Seven king's-daughters I've drown'd there, 
In the water o' Wearie's well ; 
And Fll make you the eight o* them. 

And ring the common bell." 40 

" Sin' I am standing here," she Bays, 

" This dowie death to die ; 
Ae kiss o' your comely mouth 

Tm sure wou'd comfort me." 

He louted him ower his saddle bow, « 

To kiss her cheek and chin ; 
She's taen him in her arms twa, 

And thrown him headlang in. 

" Sin' seven king's daughters ye've drown'd 
there. 

In the water o' Wearie's well, 50 

I'll make you bridegroom to them a'. 

An' ring the bell myseU." 

And aye she warsled, and aye she swam. 

Till she swam to dry land ; 
Then thanked God most cheerfully, « 

The dangers she'd ower came. 



THE D^MON LOVER. 

This ballad was communicated to Sir Walter Scott, 
iifmslrelsy, iii. 195,) by Mr. William Laidlaw, who 
took it down from recitation. A fragment of the aame 
lugead, recovered by Motherwell, is given in the Ap- 
pendix to this volume, and another version, in whi(.'h 
the hero ie not a demon, but the ghost of an injured 
lover, is placed directly after the present. 

" O WHERE have you been, my long, long love, 
This long seven years and more ? " — 

" O I'm come to seek my former vows 
Ye granted me before." — 

" hold your tongue of your former vows, » 
For they will breed sad strife ; 
O hold your tongue of your former vows, 
For I am become a wife." 

He turn'd him right and round about, 
And th( 
" I wad nev 
Ifithac 



THE D^MON LOVER. 

ight hae had a king's daughter, 
ar, far beyond the sea ; 
ight have had a king's daughter, 
[ad it not been for love o" Ihee." — 

i might have had a king's daughter, 
er sell ye had to blame ; 
night have taken the king's daughter, 
or ye kend that I was nane." — 

kulse are the vows of womankind, 
ut fair is their faulse bodie ; 
ver wad hae trodden on Irish ground, 
ad it not been for love o' thee." — 

was to leave my husband dear, 
nd my two babes also, 
hat have you to take me to, 
with you I should go ? " — 

e seven ships upon the sea, 
lie eighth brought me to land i 
I four-and-twentj bold mariners, 
nd music on every hand." 

has taken up her two little bnbe», 
iss'd them baith cheek and chin ; 
ir ye weel, ray ain two babes, 
jr I'll never see you again." 



She set her foot upon the ship, 

TSo mariners could she behold ; 
But the siuls were o' the taffetie, 

And the masts o' the beaten gold. « 

She bad not sail'd a le^ue, a league, 

A league but barely three, 
When dismal grew hia countenance, 

And drumlie grew his ee. 

The masts that were like the bealen gold, « 

Bent not on the heaving seas ; 
But the sails, that were o' the taffeUe, 

Fill'd not in the east land breeze. — 

They had not sailed a league, a league, 

A league but barely three, ai 

Until she espied his cloven foot. 
And she wept right bitterlie. 

" hold your tongue of your weeping," says he, 
" Of your weeping now let me be ; 
I will show you how the lilies grow u 

On the banks of Italy." — 

" what hills are yon, yon pleasant bills, 

That the sun shines sweetly on ? " — 
" O yon are the hilla of heaven," he said 
" Where you will never win." — 
VOL. I. 21 



THE D^MON LOVBS. 

a mountain U yon," she said, 
ffi' frost and snow?" — 
ntain of hell," he cried, 
i I will go." 

le tura'd her round about, « 
ieem'd for to be ; 
19 o' that gallant ship 
e than he- 
dark, and the wind grew loud, 
fill'd her ee ; ra 

il'd the snaw-whi(« sprites 



>-maat wi' his hand, 
wi' his knee ; 
it gallant ship in twain, 
in the sea. 



A 1 



JAMES HERRIES. 

From Buchan*s Ballads of the North of Scotland, (i. 214.) 

** O ARE ye my father, or are ye my mother ? 
Or are ye my brother John ? 
Or are ye James Herries, my first true love, 
Come back to Scotland again ? ^ 

" I am not your father, I am not your mother, 5 
Nor am I your brother John ; 
But Fm James Herries, your first true love, 
Ck)me back to Scotland again." 

" Awa', awa', ye former lovers, 

Had far awa' frae me ; lo 

For now I am another man's wife, 
Ye'll ne'er see joy o' me." 

" Had I kent that ere I came here, 
I ne'er had come to thee ; 
For I might hae married the king's daughter, is 
Sae fain she wou'd had me. 



J 
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" I despised the crown o' gold, 
The yellow silk also ; 
And I am come to my true love, 
But with me she'll not go." 

" My husband he is a carpenter, 
Makes his bread on dry land, 
And I hae bom him a young son, — 
Wi' you I will not gang," 

" Yon must foreake your dear husband, 
Your little young son also, 
Wi' me to sail the raging seas, 

Wtere the stormy winds do blow." 

" O what hae you to keep me wi'. 

If I should with you go ? 

K rd forsake my dear husband, 

My little young son also ? " 

" See ye not yon seven pretty ships, 
The eighth brought me to land ; 
With merchandize and mariners. 
And wealth in every hand ? " 

She tum'd her round upon the shore, 
Her love's ships to behold ; 

Their topmasts and their mainyards 
Were cover'd o'er wi' gold. 



Then she's gane to her little young 8 
And kiss'd him cbeek and chin ; 

Sae has she to her sleeping husband 
And dune the aame to him. 

" sleep ye, wake ye, my husbaod, 
I wish ye wake in time ; 
I woudoa for ten thousand pounds, 
This night ye knew my mind." 

She's drawn the slippers on her feet, 
"Were cover'd o'er wi' gold ; 

"Well lined within wi' velvet fine, 
To had her frae the cold. 

' She hodna siuled upon the sea 
A league but barely three, 

Till she minded on her dear husband 
Her little young eon tee> 

" O gin I were at land again, 
At land where I wou'd be, 
The woman ne'er shou'd bear the sot 
Shou'd gar me sail the sea." 

" O hold your tongue, my sprightly flo' 
Let a' your mourning be ; 
III show you how the lilies grow 

On the banks o' Italy." 



6 JAHE8 HERBIES. 

She hadna sailed on the sea a 

A day but barely ane, 
Till the thoughts o' grief came in her mind, 

And she lang'd for to be hame. 

" O gentle death, come cut my breath, 

I may be dead ere mom ; n 

I may be buried ia Scoltiah ground, 
Where I was bred and boriL" 

" hold your tongue, my lily leesome thing, 
Let a' your mourning be ; 
But for a while we'll stay at Roae lale, n 
Then see a far countrie. 

" Te'ae ne'er be buried in Scottish ground, 
Kor land ye's nae mair see ; 
I brought you away to punish you. 

For the brealcing your vowa to me, so 

" I said ye shou'd see the lilies grow 
On the banks o* Italy ; 
But m let you see the fishes swim, 
In the bottom o' the sea." 

He reached his hand to the topmast, » 

Made a' the huIs gae down ; 
And in the twinkhng o' an e'e, 

Baith ship and crew did drown. 



JAMES BERRIES. 

The fatal flight o' this wretched mtud 
Did reach her ain countrie ; 

Her husband then distracted ran, 
And Ihis lament made he : — 

" wae be to the ship, the ship, 
And wae be to the sea, 
And wae be to the mariners, 
Took Jeanie Douglaa frae me ! 

** bonny, bonn^ was my love, 
A pleasure to behold; 
The very hair o' my love's bead 
Waa like the threads o' gold. 

" bonny waa her cheek, her cheek, 
And bonny was her chin ; 
And bonny was the bride she was. 
The day she was made mine 1 " 



THE KNIGHT'S GHOST. 

am Btuhan-t BaOadi of tkt fforth of BcoOand, (i. S2T.} 

'here is a, foshion in this land, 

And even come to this country, 
'hat every lady should meet her lord, 
When he is newly come fne sea : 

ome wi' hawks, and some wi' hounds, • 

And other some wi' gay monie ; 
ut I will gae myself alone, 

And set his young son on his knee." 

he's ta'en her young son in her arms, 
And nimbly walk'd by yon sea strand ; m 

nd there she spy'd her father's ship, 
As she was Bailbg to dry land. 

Tiere hae ye put my ain gude lord. 
This day he stays sae far frae me ? " 

' ye be wanting your aia gude lord, u 

A sight o' him ye'U never see." 



r 
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" Was he brunt, or was he shot ? 
Or was he drowned in the sea ? 
Or what's become o* my sin gude lord, 

That he will ne'er appear to me ? " ao 

" He wasna brunt, nor was he shot, 
Nor was he drowned in the sea ; 
He was slain in Dumfermling, 
A fatal day to you and me." 

" Come in, come in, my merry young men, as 
Come in and drink the wine wi' me ; 
And a' the better ye shall fare, 
For this gud^ news ye tell to me." 

She's brought them down to yon cellar. 

She brought them fifty steps and three ; so 

She birled wi' them the beer and wine. 
Till they were as drunk as drunk could be. 

Then she has lock'd her cellar door. 
For there were fifty steps and three ; 
" Lie there wi' my sad malison, 86 

For this bad news ye've tauld to me." 

She's ta'en the keys intill her hand. 

And threw them deep, deep in the sea ; 
" Lie there wi' my sad malison, 

Till my gude lord return to me." m 
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Then she sat down in her own room, 
And sorrow lull*d her fast asleep ; 

And up it starts her own gude lord, 
And even at that lady's feet 

" Take here the keys, Janet," he says, 45 

" That ye threw deep, deep in the sea ; 
And ye'll relieve my merry young men. 
For they've nane o' the swick o' me. 

" They shot the shot, and drew the stroke, 

And wad in red bluid to the knee ; so 

Nae sailors mair for their lord coud do. 
Nor my young men they did for me." 

" I hae a question at you to ask. 
Before that ye depart frae me ; 
You'll tell to me what day I'll die, « 

And what day will my burial be ? " 

" I hae nae mair o' God's power 
Than he has granted unto me ; 
But come to heaven when ye will. 
There porter to you I will be. «> 

" But ye'll be wed to a finer knight 
Than ever was in my degree ; 
Unto him ye'll hae children nine, 
And six o' them will be ladies free. 
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" The other three will be bold young men, «5 
To fight for king and countrie ; 
The ane a duke, the second a knight, 
And third a laird o' lands sae free." 



WIFE OF USHER'S WELL. 

relty of the SeoUiih Border, iii. 3Be. 

to Chambere, this ia a fragment of TTte 
otu o' Omsenford. See the second toI- 
JlectJon, page 83. 

ed a wife at Usher'a Well, 
fcalthy wife was she, 
iree stout and stalwart sons, 
it them o'er the sea. 

la been a week &om her, • 

but barely ane, 
■d came to the carline wife, 
r three sons were gane. 

la been a week from her, 
but barely three, lo 

■d came to the carline wife, 
T sons she'd never see. 
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** I wish the wind may never cease, 
Nor fishes in the flood, 
Till my three sons come hame to me, w 

In earthly flesh and blood." — 

It fell about the Martinmas, 

When nights are lang and mirk, 
The carline wife's three sons came hame. 

And their hats were o' the birk. , ao 

• 

It neither grew in ayke nor ditch, 

Nor yet in ony sheugh ; 
But at the gates o' Paradise, 

That birk grew fair eneugh. 



" Blow up the fire, my maidens ! m 

Bring water from the well ! 
For a* my house shall feast this night. 
Since my three sons are well." — 

And she has made to them a bed. 

She's made it large and wide ; » 

And she's ta'en her mantle her about. 

Sat down at the bed-side. 



14. Should we not read, for JUhet here, fathet — i. e. 
troubles ? — Lockhabt. 



' WIFE OF CSHEB8 WELL. 



w the red red cock, 
nd crew the gray ; 
o the youQgest said, 
we were away." — 

; faadna craw'd but once, 
j'd his wings at a', 
otmgeat to the eldest said, 
TC must awa. — 

ilh craw, the day doth daw, 
oerin' worm doth chide ; 
oist out o' our place, 
in we maun bide. 

;\, my mother dear ! 
to bam and byre ! 
weel, the bonny lass, 
les my mother's fire." 



THE SUFFOLK MIRACLE : 

Or, a relation of a young man, who, a month after his 
deathy appeared to his sweetheart^ and carried her on 
horseback behind him for forty miles in two hours, 
and was never seen after but in his grave. 

Prom A Collection of Old Ballads^ i. 266. In Moore*s 
Pictorial Book of Ancient Ballad Poetry (p. 463) is a 
copy fix>m a broadside in the Roxburghe collection. 

Notwithstanding the meanness of its form, the pres- 
ent ballad is highly interesting, as the English repre- 
sentative of a fiction not less remarkable for its ex- 
tensive geographical dissemination, than for its bold 
imaginative character. 

The story of the Ride of the Spectral Lover now 
enjoys a universal celebrity through Burger's wonder- 
ful poem of Lenore, According to one account, Burger 
took the idea and plan of his balldxl from some verses 
which he chanced to overhear. This is the assertion 
of the editors of Des Knaben Wunderhom, where the 
supposed original may be found, at page 119 of the 
second volume. Schlegel, on the other hand, tells us 
that Burger stated the hint of Lenore to have been 
furnished by a Platt-deutsch ballad, described to him 
by a lady who remembered only a few fragments. 

Le Frlre de Lait, in Villemarqu^'s Chants Popu- 
laires de la Bretagne, (vol. i. No. 22,) is the same story 
under peculiar modifications. This is translated by 



THE SUFFOLK MIRACLE. 

o in Summer among, ihe Socages and Vines, 
the Quarterly Review, vol. 68, p. 76. 
r character are the beautiful Servian ballad 
\d her Brothers, TalTJ, VoUcslUder der Ser- 
lod the Romaic legend of Conslantine and 
shed by Fanriel in the second volume of 
Populairei de la Grice Moderne, (p. 406.) 
ness of an eateemed friend, we are enabled 
jur Appendix a copy of thja laat, enlarged 
FaarierE vrith two other veraions obtained 
diverse sources. 

r pieces involving ghostly viaitatioDSj see 
xm's Ghoit, in the second volume, p. 145. 

>ER etranger ne'er waa known 
tat I now shall treat upon. 
Ik there did lately dvrell 
r rich and known full welL 

A daughter fair and bright, i 

a be placed his chief delight ; 
aty was beyond compare, 
both virtuous and fair. 

as a young man living by, 

s BO charmed with her eye, m 

could never be at rest ; 

by love BO much possesL 

i address to her, and she 

it him love immediately ; 

a her father came to hear, u 

id her and her poor dear. 
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Forty miles distant was she sent, 

Unto his brother's, with intent 

That she should there so long remain, 

Till she had changed her mind again. « 

Hereat this young man sadly grieved, 
But knew not how to be relieved ; 
He sighed and sobbed continually 
That his true love he could not see. 

She by no means could to him send, ss 

Who was her heart's espoused friend ; 
He sighed, he grieved, but all in vain, 
For she confined must still remain. 

He mourned so much, that doctor's art 
Could give no ease unto his heart, » 

Who was so strangely terrified, 
That in short time for love he died. 

She that from him was sent away 

Knew nothing of his dying day. 

But constant still she did remain, ss 

And loved the dead, although in vain. 

After he had in grave been laid 
A month or more, unto this maid 
He came in middle of the night. 
Who joyed to see her heart's delight. « 

VOL. I. 22 
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Her father's horse, which well she knew, 
Her mother's hood and safe-guard too, 
He brought with him to testify 
Her parents order he came by. 

Which when her uncle understood, 48 

He hoped it would be for her good, 
And gave consent to her straightway, 
That with him she should come away. 

When she was got her love behind, 

They passed as swift as any wind, » 

That in two hours, or little more. 

He brought her to her father's door. 

But as they did this great haste make. 

He did complain his head did ake ; 

Her handkerchief she then took out, « 

And tied the same his head about 

And unto him she thus did say : 

" Thou art as cold as any clay ; 

When we come home a fire we'll have ; " 

But little dreamed he went to grave. eo 

Soon were they at her father's door. 
And after she ne'er saw him more ; 
" I'll set the horse up," then he said. 
And there he left this harmless maid. 
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She knocked, and straight a man he cried, 6s 
" Who's there ? " « Tis I," she then replied ; 
Who wondred much her voice to hear, 
And was possessed with dread and fear. 

Her father he did tell, and then 
He stared like an affrighted man : 7o 

Down stairs he ran, and when he see her, 
Cried out, " Mj child, how cam'st thou here ? " 

« Pray, sir, did you not send for me," 

By such a messenger ? said she : 

Which made his hair stare on his head, 75 

As knowing well that he was dead. 

" Where is he ? " then to her he said ; 

" He*s in the stable," quoth the maid. 

" Go in," said he, " and go to bed ; 

" 1*11 see the horse well littered." » 

He stared about, and there could he 
No shape of any mankind see. 
But found his horse all on a sweat ; 
Which made him in a deadly fret. 

His daughter he said nothing to, as 

Nor none else, (though full well they knew 
That he was dead a month before,) 
For fear of grieving her full sore. 
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Her father to the father went 

Of the deceased, with full intent w 

To tell him what his daughter said ; 

So both came back unto this maid. 

They ask'd her, and she still did say 
'Twas he that then brought her away ; 
Which when they heard they were amazed, as 
And on each other strangely gazed. 

A handkerchief she said she tied 

About his head, and that they tried ; 

The sexton they did speak unto, 

That he the grave would then undo. loo 

Aflfrighted then they did behold 

His body turning into mould, 

And though he had a month been dead. 

This handkerchief was about his head. 

This thing unto her then they told, los 

And the whole truth they did unfold ; 

She was thereat so terrified 

And grieved, that she quickly died. 

Part not true love, you rich men, then ; 
But, if they be right honest men no 

Your daughters love, give them their way, 
For force oft breeds their lives decay. 



SIR ROLAND. 



From Motherwell's IHbulreUi 



This fragment, Motberwel) tells 
cated to )um by ao ingeniouB friend 
haviDg heard it sung in hia yontli. 

for its antiquity, and we have little 
pronouncing it a modern compoatia 



Whan he cam to his lun lu< 
He tided at the pin, 

And Bae ready waa his fair 1 
To rise and let him in. 

" welcome, welcome, Sir E 
"Thrice welcome thou arl 

For this night thou wilt fet 
bouir, 
And lo-morrow we'll wedi 



8IE ROLAND. 

113 night is hftllow-eve," he sfud, 
And to-morrow is hallow-day ; lo 

1 1 dreamed a drearie dream yestreen, 
'hat has made my heart fu' wae. 

Ireamed a drearie dream yestreen, 
jid I wish it may cum to gude : 
reamed that ye slew my best grew 
hound, i: 

jid gied me his lappered blude." 



ibuclile your belt, Sir Roland," she said, 
And set you safely down." 
your chamber is very dark, fair maid, 
nd the night is wondrous iown." * 

:&, dark, dark is my secret bowir, 
nd Iown the midnight may be ; 
there is none waking in a' this tower, 
ut thoa, my true love, aci me." 



has mounted on her true love's steed, 
y the ae light o' the moon ; 
has whipped him and spurred him, . 
ad roundly ehe rade frae the loun. 



SIR ROLAND. 343 

She hadna ridden a mile o' gate, 

Never a mile but ane, » 

Whan she was aware of a tall joung man, 

Slow riding o'er the plain. 

She turned her to the right about, 

Then to the left tum'd she ; 
But aye, Hween her and the wan moonlight, S5 

That tall knight did she see. 

And he was riding burd alane. 

On a horse as black as jet ; 
But tho' she followed him fast and fell. 

No nearer could she get. 40 

" stop ! O stop ! young man,'' she said, 

'^ For I in dule am dight ; 
O stop, and win a fair lady's luve, 

If you be a leal true knight" 

But nothing did the tall knight say, « 

And nothing did he blin ; 
Still slowly rode he on before, 

And fast she rade behind. 

She whipped her steed, she spurred her steed, 
Till his breast was all a foam ; so 

But nearer unto that tall young knight, 
By Our Ladye, she could not come. 



SIR ROt.A 



" if 70U be a gay young knight, 
well I trow you be, 
ight your bridle reins, and stay 
1 1 come ap to thee." 



othing did that tall knight eay, 
i no whit did he blin, 
he reached a broad river's side, 
1 there he drew his rein. 

this water deep," he said, 

3 it is wondrous dun ? 

Is sic as a saikleas moid 

1 a leal true knight may swim ? " 

water it ia deep," she smd, 
B it ia wondrous dua ; 

is sic as a saikless maid 
1 a leal true knight may swim." 

aight spurred on his tall black steed, 
^ lady spurred on her brown ; 
1st they rade unto the flood, 
1 fast they baith swam down. 

water weeta my tae," she stud, 
be water weets my knee ; 
Lold up my bridle reins, sir knight, 
' the sake of Our Ladye." 
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" If I would help thee now," he said, 

" It were a deadly sin ; 
For I've sworn neir to trust a fair may's word. 

Till the water weets her chin." feo 

" O the water weets my waist," she said, 

" Sae does it weet my skin ; 
And my aching heart rins round about, 

The burn, maks sic a din. 

" The water is waxing deeper still, « 

Sae does it wax mair wide ; 
And aye the farther that we ride on, 

Farther off is the other side. 

" O help me now, thou false, false knight, 
Have pity on my youth ; so 

For now the water jawes owre my head. 
And it gurgles in my mouth." 

The knight turned right and round about, 

All in the middle stream, 
And he stretched out his head to that lady, us 

But loudly she did scream, 

" O this is hallow-mom," he said, 

" And it is your bridal day ; 
But sad would be that gay wedding, 

If bridegroom and bride were away. la 



M 



SIR ROLAND. 

i on, ride on, proud Margaret ! 
water comes o'er your bree ; 
ide maun ride deep, and deeper yet, 
les this ford wi' me. 



ind, turn round, proud Margaret ! 

i round, and look on me ; im 

killed a true knight under trust, 
ghoat now links on with thee," 



APPEI 



FRAGMENT OF THE BALLAD OF KING AR- 
THUR AND THE KING OF CORNWALL. 

Printed from the celebrated Percy MS. in Mad- 
den's Syr Gawayne, p. 276. The editor has added the 
following note. 

*' It has no title, and the first line has been cut away 
by the ignorant binder to whom the volume was in- 
trusted, but both are supplied from the notice given 
of the ballad in the Dissertation prefixed to vol. iii. of 
the Reliques, p. xxxvii. Dr. Percy has added in the 
margin of the MS. these words : '* To the best of my 
remembrance, this was the first line, before the binder 
cut it." The poem is very imperfect, owing to the 
leaves having been half torn away to light fires (!) as 
the Bishop tells us, but I am bound to add, previous 
to its coming into his possession. The story is so sin- 
gular, that it is to be hoped an earlier and complete 
copy of it may yet be recovered. On no account per- 
haps is it more remarkable, than the fact of its close 
imitation of the famous gabs made by Charlemagne 
and his companions at the court of King Hugon, which 
are first met with in a romance of the twelfth centur\% 
published by M. Michel from a MS. in the British Mu- 
seum, 12mo., London, 1836, and transferred at a later 
period to the prose romance of Galien Rethori, printed 
by Verard, fol., 1500, and often afterwards. In the 
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absence of other evidence, it is to be presumed that 
the author of the ballad borrowed from the printed 
work, substituting Arthur for Charlemagne, Gawayne 
for Oliver, Tristram for Roland, etc., and embellishing 
his story by converting Bang Hugon*s spy into a " lodly 
feend," by whose agency the gabs are accomplished. 
It is further worthy of notice, that the writer seems to 
regard Arthur as the sovereign of Little Britain, and 
alludes to an intrigue between the King of CJornwall 
and Queen Guenever, which is nowhere, as far as 
I recollect, hinted at in the romances of the Round 
Table." 



" Come here my cozen, Gawain, so gay ; 

My sisters sonne be yee ; 

For you shall see one of the fairest Round Tables, 

That ever you see with your eye.' 



»» 



Then bespake [the] Lady Queen Guenever, « 

And these were the words said shee : 
" I know where a Round Table is, thou noble king. 
Is worth thy Round Table and other such three. 

" The trestle that stands under this Round Table," 

she said, 
" Lowe downe to the mould, lo 

It is worth thy Round Table, thou worthy king. 
Thy halls, and all thy gold. 

" The place where this Round Table stands in. 
It is worth thy castle, thy gold, thy fee ; 
And all ,good Litle Britaine," — w 

" Where may that table be, lady ? " quoth hee. 
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" Or where may ali that goodly building be ? " 
" You shall it seeke," shee sayd, " till you it find, 
For you shall nerer gett more of me." 

Then beapake him noble King Arthur, » 

These nere the words said hee ; 
" lie make mine avow to God, 
And alaoe to the Trinity, 

" lie never sleepe one night, there as I doe another 
Till that Round Table I see ; w 

Sir Marramilea, and Sir Tristorain 
Feliowes that ye shall bee. 

" Week be clad in palmers weede. 

Five p^mers we will bee ; 

'fhere is noe outJandish man will as abide, m 

Nor will 09 come nye." 

Then they rived east and they rived west. 

In many a etrange country. 

Then they travelled a litle further, 

They aaw a battle new sett; ss 

" Now, by my faith," saies noble King Arthur, 

[Half a page w here torn atcoy.] 

Bui when he came that cattle to, 

And to the palace gate, 

Soe ready was ther a proud porter, 

And met him soone therat. m 



MS. sa, Che rived weit. 
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>r gold'the porter had on, 

his other rayment iras unto the same ; 
yj laj laith," aaies Doble King Arthur, 



:apake noble King Arthur, v 

ere the words eaya hee ; 
hither, thou proud porter, 

two poor ringa of my finger, 
ler of them Jle g^ve to thee ; w 

1 who may be lord of this uasde," he siueB, 
D is lord in this cuntry ? " 

wall King," the porter sayes, 

is none soe rich as hee ; 

in Christendome, nor yet in heathennest, u 

th soe much gold as he." 

n bespake him noble King Arthur, 

ere the words sayes hee : 

two poore rings of my finger, 

er of them lie pve thee, « 

vilt greete him well, Comewall King, 

etfi him well frtan me. 

im for one nights lodging, and two meales 

te, 

Dve that dyed uppon a tree ; 

testing, and two mealea meate, u 

ore that dyed uppon a tree. 

S. 60, They better. 66, bue, sic. 
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" A bue ghesting, and two meales meate, 
For hia love that waa of virgin borne, 
And in the morning that we may Bcape away, 
Either without acath or scorne." 

Then forth is gone this proud porC«r, 
As fast aa he cotd hye ; 
And when he came befor Comewall King 
He kneeleil downe on bis knee. 

Sayes, " I have beene porter, man, at thy ] 

[Half a page is wanting.'] 

our Lady waa born 

Then thought Comewall King these paJi 
beene in Britt 

Then bespake him Comewall King, 
These.were the words he said there: 
" Did you eter know a comely King, 
His name was King Arthur 1 " 

And then bespake him nc^le King Arthur 
These were the words said bee ; 
'' I doe not know that comly King, 
But once my selfe I did him see." 
Then bespake Cornwall King agune, 
These were the words said he. 
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Sayes, " Seven yeere I was clad and fed, 

In Litle Brittaine, in a bower ; 

I had a daughter by King Arthurs wife, w 

It now is called my flower ; 

For King Arthur, that kindly cockward, 

Hath none such in his bower. 

" For I durst sweare, and save my othe, 

That same lady soe bright, » 

That a man that were laid on his death-bed 

Wold open his eyes on her to have sight" 

" Now, by my faith," sayes noble King Arthur, 

** And thats a full faire wight ! " 

And then bespake Comewall [King] againe, lOO 

And these were the words he said : 

" Come hither, five or three of my knights, 

And feitch me downe my steed ; 

King Arthur, that foule cockeward, 

Hath none such, if he had need. v» 

" For I oan ryde him as far on a»day. 
As King Arthur can doe any of his on three. 
And is it not & pleasure for a King, 
When he shall ryde forth on his journey ? 

• " For the eyes that beene in his head, uo 

They glister as doth the gleed ; " — 
" Now, by my faith," says noble King Arthur, 

\_Halfa paae is wanting.'] 



101, said he. Ill, The. 
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No body * . . . 

But one thats learned to speake. 

Then King Arthur to his bed was brought, U4 

A greeived man was hee ; 

And soe were all his fellowes with him, 

From him they thought never to flee. 

Then take they did that lodly boome. 

And under thrubchandler closed was hee ; i^ 

And he was set by King Arthurs bed-side. 

To heere theire talke, and theire com*nye ; 

That he might come forth, and make proclamation, 
Long before it was day ; 

It was more for King Comwalls pleasure, 125 

Then it was for King Arthurs pay. 

And when King Arthur on his bed was laid. 

These were the words said hee : 

" He make mine avow to Grod, 

And alsoe to the Trinity, mo 

That He be the bane of Cornwall Kinge 

Litle Brittaine or ever I see ! " 

" It is an unadvised vow," saies Gawaine the gay, 

'* As ever king hard make I ; 

But wee that beene five christian men, 135 

Of the christen faith are wee ; 

And we shall fight against anoynted King, 

And all his armorie." 



MS. 118, the. 119, goome? 120, thmbchadler. 
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And then he spake him noble Arthur, 
And these were the words said he : i40 

" Why, if thou be afraid, Sir Gawaine the gay, 
Groe home, and diinke wine in thine owne country." 



THE THIRD PARTE. 



And then bespake Sir Gawaine the gay. 

And these were the words said hee : 

" Nay, seeing you have made such a hearty vow, 145 

Heere another vow make will I. 

" lie make mine avow to God, 

And alsoe to the Trinity, 

That I will have yonder faire lady 

To Litle Brittainc with mee. in 

" He hose her hourly to my hurt, 
And with her Be worke my will ; 

[Half a page is tDanting,^ 

These were the words sayd hee : 

" Befor I wold wrestle with yonder feend, 

It is better be drowned in the sea." U5 

And then bespake Sir Bredbeddle, 
And these were the words said he : 
*' Why, I will wrestle with yon lodly feend, 
God I my governor thou shalt bee." 

161, hart? 
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Then bespake him noble Arthur, lOo 

And these were the words said he : 
" What weapons wilt thou have, thou gentle knight ? 
I pray thee tell to me." 

He sayes, " Collen brand lie have in my hand, 
And a Millaine knife fast be my knee ; les 

And a Danish axe fast in my hands, 
That a sure weapon I thinke wilbe." 

Then with his Collen brand, that he had in his hand, 
The bunge of the trubchandler he burst in three. 
What that start out a lodly feend, i70 

With seven heads, and one body. 

The fyer towards the element flew, 
Out of his mouth, where was great plentie ; 
The knight stoode in the middle, and fought, 
That it was great joy to see. vb 

Till his Collaine brand brake in his hand, 
And his Millaine knife burst on his knee ; 
And then the Danish axe burst in his hand first. 
That a sur weapon he thought shold be. 

But now is the knight left without any weapone, i8o 

And alacke ! it was the more pitty ; 

But a surer weapon then had he one. 

Had never Lord in Christentye : 

And all was but one litle booke, 

He found it by the side of the sea. »85 

MS. 161, they words. 
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He found it at the sea-side, 
Wrucked upp in a flcxJde ; 
Our Lord had written it with his hands, 
And sealed it with his bloode. 

[Half a page is wanting.'] 

" That thou doe ia> 

But ly still in that wall of stone ; 

T!^ll I have beene with noble King Arthur, 

And told him what I have done." 

And when he came to the King's chamber. 
He cold of his curtesie i»b 

Saye, " Sleep you, wake you, noble King Arthur ? 
And ever Jesus watch yee ! " 



** Nay, I am not sleeping, I am waking," 

These were the words said hee : 

" For thee I have card ; how hast thou fared ? aoo 

O gentle knight, let me see." 

The knight wrought the King his booke. 

Bad him behold, reede, and see ; 

And ever he found it on the backside of the 

leafe, • 
As noble Arthur wold wish it to be. 205 

And then bespake him King Arthur, 
" Alas ! thou gentle knight, how may this be, 
That I might see him in the same licknesse, 
That he stood unto thee ? " 
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And then bespake him the Greene Knight, 210 

These were the words said hee : 
" If youle stand stifly in the battell stronge, 
For I have won all the victory." 

Then bespake him the King againe, 
And these were the words said hee : 2W 

" If we stand not stifly in this battell strong, 
Wee are worthy to be hanged all on a tree." 

Then bespake him the Greene Knight, 

These were the words said hee : 

Saies, '* I doe coniure thee, thou fowle feend, 220 

In the same licknesse thou stood unto me." 

With that start out a lodly feend, 

With seven heads, and one body ; 

The fier towarde the element flaugh. 

Out of his mouth, where was great plenty. 225 



The knight stood in the middle 

\^Halfa page is toanting.'] 

the space of an houre, 

1 know not what they did. 

And then bespake him the Greene Knight, 
And these were the words said he : 28O 

Saith, " I coniure thee, thou fowle feend, 
That thou feitch downe the steed that we see." 

And then forth is gone Burlow-beanie, 
As fast as he cold hie ; 

210. The Greene Knight is Sir Bredbeddle. 
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And feitch he did that faire steed, ass 1 

And came againe by and by. ' 

Then bespake him Sir Marramile, 

And these were the words said hee : 

" Riding of this steed, brother Bredbeddle, 

The mastery belongs to me/* 210 

1 

Marramiles tooke the steed to his hand. 
To ryd him he was full bold ; 
He cold noe more make him goe. 
Then a child of three yeere old. 

He said uppon him with heele and hand, m 

With yard that was soe fell ; 
" Helpe ! brother Bredbeddle," says Marramile, 
» For I thinke he be the devill of hell. • 

" Helpe ! brother Bredbeddle," says Marramile, 
" Helpe ! for Christs pittye ; aw 

For without thy help, brother Bredbeddle, 
He will never be rydden for me." 

Then bespake him Sir Bredbeddle, 

These were the words said he : 

" I coniure thee, thou Burlow-beane, 255 . 

Thou tell me how this steed was riddin in his 

country." 
He saith, " There is a gold wand. 
Stands in Bang Comwalls study windowe. 



* 



MS. 245, sayed, t. e. essayed? 
MS. 252, p' me, t. e. pro or per. 
MS. 255, Barlow-leane. 






ARTHUR AND THE KING OF CORNWALL. 361 

*' Let him take that wand in that window, 

And strike three strokes on that steed ; a;'i 

And then he will spring forth of his hand, 

As sparke doth out of gleede." 

Then bespake him the Greene Knight, 

[HcUfa page is wanting.'] 

A lowd blast 

And then bespake Sir Bredbeddle, 265 

To the feend these words said hee : 

Says, " I coniure thee, thou Burlow-beanie, 

The powder-box thou feitch me." 

Then forth is gone Burlow-beanie, 

As fast as he cold hie ; 270 

And feich he did the powder-box, 

And came againe by and by. 

Then Sir Tristeram tooke powder forth of that box, 
And blent it with warme sweet milke ; 
And there put it unto the home, ijr5 

And sMrilled it about in that ilke. 

Then hd tooke the home in his hand. 

And a lowd blast he blew ; 

He rent the home up to the midst, 

All his fellowes this they knew. sbo 



MS. 280, the knew. 
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Then bespake him the Greene Knight, 
These were the words said he : 
Saies, " I coniure thee, thou Burlow-beanie, 
That thou feitch me the sword that I see." 

Then forth is gone Burlow-beanie, 2S5 

As fast as he cold hie ; 

And feitch he did that faire sword, 

And came againe by and by. 

Then bespake him Sir Bredbeddle, 

To the king these words said he : 290 

" Take this sword in thy hand, thou noble King, 

For the vowes sake that thou made lie give it thee ; 

And goe strike off King Cornewalls head. 

In bed where he doth lye." 

Then forth is gone noble King Arthur, 295 

As fast as he cold hye ; 
And strucken he hath King Cornwalls head. 
And came againe by and by. 

He put the head upon a swords point, 

[The poem terminates here abruptly Jl 

294, were. 



TAM-A-LINE, the elfin knicht. (See page 232.) 

From Scottish Traditionary Versioru of Ancient BaUadSf Percy 

Society, xvii. p. 11. 

Take warnin', a' ye ladyes fair, 

That wear gowd on your hair ; 
Come never unto Charter-woods, 

For Tam-a-line he's there. 

Even about that knichf s middle 5 

O* siller bells are nine ; 
Nae ane comes to Charter-woods, 

And a may returns agen. 

I^adye Margaret sits in her bouir door, 

Sewing at her silken seam ; lo 

And she lang'd to gang to Charter woods, 
To pou the roses green. 

She hadna pou'd a rose, a rose, 

Nor braken a branch but ane, 
Till by it came him true Tam-a-line, is 

Says, " Layde, lat alane. 

" O why pou ye the rose, the rose ? 
Or why brake ye the tree ? 
Or why come ye to Charter-woods, 
Without leave ask'd of me ? " 20 
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" I will pou the rose, the rose, 
And I will brake the tree ; 
Charter-woods are a* my ain, 
ril ask nae leave o' thee." 

He's taen her by the milk-white hand, ss 

And by the grass-green sleeve ; 
And laid her low on gude green wood, 

At her he spier'd nae leave. 

When he had got his will o* her, 

His will as he had ta'en, so 

He's ta*en her by the middle sma', 

Set her to feet again. 

She turn'd her richt and round about, 

To spier her true love's name, 
But naething heard she, nor naething saw, ' S5 

As a' the woods grew dim. 

Seven days she tarried there. 

Saw neither sun nor muin ; 
At length, by a sma' glimmerin' licht, 

Came thro' the wood her lane. 40 

When she came to her father's court. 

Was fine as ony queen ; 
But when eight months were past and gane, _ 

Got on the gown o' green. 

Then out it speaks an eldren knicht, tf 

As he stood at the yett ; 
Our king's dochter, she gaes wi* bairn, 

And we'll get a' the wyte." 
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" baud your tongue, ye eldren man, 

And bring me not to shame ; 5) 

Although that I do gang wi* bairn, 
Yese naeways get the blame. 

" Were my love but an earthly man, 
As he's an elfin knicht, 
I wadna gie my ain true luve, u 

For a' that's in my sicht" 

Then out it speaks her brither dear, 
He meant to do her harm, 
" There is an herb in Charter-woods 

Will twine you an' the bairn." eo 

She's taen her mantle her about, 

Her coifier by the band ; 
And she is on to Charter-woods, 

As &st as she coud gang. 

She hadna poud a rose, a rose, es 

Nor braken a branch but ane, 
Till by it came him, Tam-&-Line, 

Says, ** Ladye, lat alane." 



i( 



(( 



O ! why pou ye the pile, Margaret, 

The pile o' the gravil green, 70 

For to destroy the bonny bairn 

That we got us between ? 

O ! why pou ye the pile, Margaret, 

The pile o' the gravil gray, 
For to destroy the bonny bairn 75 

That we got in our play ? 
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" For if it be a knave bwrn, 
He's heir o* a' my land ; 
But if it be a lass b^rn, 

In red gowd she shall gang." 

" If my luve were an earthly man, 
As he's an elfin grey, 
1 coud gang bound, luve, for your sake, 
A twalmonth and a day." 

" Indeed your luve's an earthly man. 
The same as well as thee ; 
And lang I've hauhted Charter-woods, 
A' for your fair bodie." 

" O I teU me, tell me, Tani-a-I,ine, 
O I tell, an' tell me true ; 
Tell me this uicbt, an' mak' nae lee. 
What pedigree are you f " 

"Oil hae been at gude chuwh-door, 
An' I've got Christendom ; 
Fm the Earl o' Forbes' eldest eon. 
An" heir ower a' his land. 

" When I was young, o' three years old, 
Muckle was made o' me ; 
My Btepmither put on my claithea. 
An' ill, ill, a^ned sbe me. 

" Ae fatal morning I gaed out, 
Dreading nae injurie ; 
And thinking lang, fell soun asleep, 
Beneath an apple tree. 
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" Then by it came the Elfin Queen, los 

And laid her hand on me ; 
And from that time since e'er I mind, 
Pve been in her companie. 

" Elfin ifs a bonny place, 

In it fain wad I dwell; uo 

Bat aye at ilka seven years' end, 

They pay a tiend to hell, 
And I'm sae fou o' flesh an blude, 

I'm sair fear'd for mysell." 

" O tell me,* tell me, Tam-a-Line, iw 

O tell, an' tell me true ; 
Tell me this nicht, an' mak' nae lee, * 
What way I'll borrow you ? " 

" The mom is Hallowe'en nicht, 

The Elfin court will ride, 120 

Through England, and thro' a' Scotland, 
And through the warld wide. 

" O they begin at sky sett in, 
Ride a' the evenin' tide ; 
And she that will her true love borrow, laa 
At Miles-cross will him bide. 

** Ye'U do ye down to Miles-cross, 
Between twall hours and ane ; 
And full your hands o' holie water. 

And cast your compass roun'. lao 

^* Then the first ane court that comes you till, 
Is published king and queen ; 
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The neist ane court that comes you till, 
It is maidens mony ane. 

" The neist ane court that comes you till, 133 
Is footmen, grooms, and squires ; 
The neist ane court that comes you till, * 
Is knichts ; and Pll be there. 

" I Tam-a-Line, on milk-white steed, 

A gowd star on my crown ; 140 

Because I was an earthly knicht, 
GrOt that for a renown. 

" And out at my steed's right nostril, 
He'll breathe a fiery flame ; 
Yell loot you low, and sain yoursel, i« 

And ye*ll be busy then. 

" Ye*ll tak* my horse then by the head, 
And lat the bridal fa'; 
The Queen 0' Elfin she'll cry out, 

* True Tam-a-Line's awa'. i» 

" Then I'll appear into your arms 

Like the wolf that ne'er wad tame ; 
Ye'll hand me fast, lat me not gae. 
Case we ne'er meet again. 

" Then FU appear into your arms us 

Like fire that burns sae bauld ; 
Yti'U hand me fast, lat me not gae, 
I'll be as iron cauld. 

" Then I'll appear into your arms 

Like the adder an' the snake ; 100 
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Ye'll baud me fast, lat me not gae, 
I am your warld's maike. 

" Then I'll appear into your arms 
Like to the deer sae wild ; 
Ye'll haud me fast, lat me not gae, i65 

And I'll father your child. 

" And I'll appear into your arms 
Like to a silken string ; 
Ye'll haud me fast, lat me not gae, 
Till ye see the fair momin'. i7o 

** And I'll appear into your arms 
Like to a naked man ; 
Ye'll haud me fast, lat me not gae. 
And wi* you I'll gae hame." 

Then she has done her to Miles-cross, i76 

Between twal hours an' ane ; 
And filled her hands o* holie water, 

And kiest her compass roun'. 

The first ane court that came her till. 

Was published king and queen ; iso 

The niest ane court that came her till, 
Was maidens mony ane. 

The niest ane court that came her till, 
Was footmen, grooms, and squires ; 

The niest ane court that came her till, i^s 

Was knichts ; and he was there ! 

True Tam-a-Line, on milk-white steed, 
A gowd star on his crown ; 
VOL. I. 24 
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Because he was an earthly man, 
Grot that for a renown. 

And out at the steed's right nostril, 

He breath'd a fiery flame ; 
She loots her low, an' sains hersel, 

And she was busy then. 

She's taen the horse then by the head. 

And loot the bridle ia! ; 
The Queen o' Elfin she cried out, — 
" True Tam-arLine's awa'." 
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" Stay still, true Tam-a-Line," she says, 

" Till I pay you your fee ; " 
"His father wants not lands nor rents. 
He'll ask nae fee frae thee." 
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" Gin I had kent yestreen, yestreen, 
What I ken weel the day, 
I shou'd hae taen your fu' fause heart, 
Gien you a heart o' clay." 

Then he appeared into her arms 
Like the wolf that ne'er wad tsune ; 

She held him fast, lat him not gae. 
Case they ne'er met again. 

Then he appeared into her arms 
Like the fire burning bauld ; 

She held him fast, lat him not gae, 
He was as iron cauld. 
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And he appeared into her arms 
Like the adder an' the snake ; 
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She held him fast, lat him not gae, 
He was her warld's maike. 

And he appeared into her arms 

Like to the deer sae wild ; 220 

She held him fast, lat him not gae, 

He's father o* her child. ^ 

And he appeared into her arms 

Like to a silken string ; 
She held him fast, lat him not g^, 225 

Till she saw fair momin*. 

And he appeared into her arms 

Like to a naked man ; 
She held him fast, lat him not gae. 

And wi' her he's gane hame. 230 

These news hae reach'd thro* a' Scotland, 

And far ayont the Tay, 
That ladye Margaret, our king's dochter. 

That nicht had gained her prey. 

She borrowed her love at mirk midnicht, 235 

Bare her young son ere day ; 
And though ye'd search the warld wide, 

Ye*ll nae find sic a may. 
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TOM LINN. (See p. 232.) 



This fragment was taken down from the recitation 
of an old woman. Maidment's New Book of Old Bal- 
lads j p. 54. 



O ALL you ladies young and gay, 
Who are so sweet and fair, 

Do not go into Chaster's wood, 
For Tomlinn will be there. 



Fair Margaret sat in her bonny bower, « 

Sewing her silken seam, 
And wished to be in Chaster's wood. 

Among the leaves so green. 

She let the seam fall to her foot. 

The needle to her toe, lo 

And she has gone to Chaster's wood. 

As i^t as she could go. 
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When she began to pull the flowers ; 
• She pull'4 both red and green ; 
Then by did come, and by did go, 6 

Said, ** Fair maid, let abene ! 

" O why pluck you the flowers, lady. 

Or why climb you the tree ? 
Or why come ye to Chaster's wood. 

Without the leave of me ? " 20 

"01 will pull the flowers," she said, 

" Or I will break the tree ; 
For Chaster's wood it is my own, 

rU ask no leave at thee." 

He took her by the milk-white hand, 25 

And by the grass-green sleeve ; 
And laid her down upon the flowers, 

At her he ask'd no leave. 

The lady blush'd and sourly frowned, 
And she did think great shame ; so 

Says, " If you are a gentleman. 
You will tell me your name." 

" First they call me Jack," he sai(^, 

" And then they call'd me John ; 
But since I liv'd in the Fairy court, 85^ 

Tomlinn has always been my name. 

" So do not pluck that flower, lady. 

That has these pimples gray ; 
They would destroy the bonny babe 

That we've gotten in oiu* play." « 
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" tell to me, Tomlinn/* she said, 
*^ And tell it to me soon ; . 

Was you ever at a good church door, 
Or got you Christendom ? ** 

"01 have been at good church door, 
And oft her yetts within ; 

I was the Laird of Foulis's son. 
The heir of all his land. 
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" But it fell once upon a day, 

As hunting I did ride. 
As I rode east and west yon hill, 

Then woe did me betide. 

" O drowsy, drowsy as I was, 
Dead sleep upon me fell ; 

The Queen of Fairies she was there. 
And took me to hersel. 
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" The mom at even is Hallowe'en, 

Oiir Fairy court will ride, 
Through England and through Scotland both. 

Through all the world wide ; eo 

And if that ye would me borrow, 

At Rides Cross ye may bide. 

" You may go into the Miles Moss, 

Between twelve hours and one ; 
Take holy water in your hand, «5 

And cast a compass round. 



" The first court that comes along. 
You'll let them all pass by ; 
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The next court that comes along, 

Salute them reverently. 70 

*' The next court that comes along, 

Is clad in robes of green ; • 
And it's the head court of them all, 

For in it rides the Queen. 

** And I upon a milk-white steed, 7s 

With a gold star in my crown ; 
Because I am an eartMy man, 

Fm next the Queen in renown. 

^^ Then seize upon me wit^ a spring, 

Then to the ground 111 fa' ; so 

And then you'll hear a rueful cry, 
That Tomlinn is awa'. 

" Then I'll grow in your arms two. 

Like to a savage wild ; 
But hold me fast, let me not go, ss 

I'm father of your child. 

" I'll grow into your arms two 

Like an adder, or a snake ; 
But hold me last, let me not go, 

I'll be your earthly maik. » 

" ril grow into your arms two 

Like ice on frozen lake ; 
But hold me fkst, let me not go. 

Or from your goupen break. 
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" m grow into yoMX arms two, 
Like iron in strong fire ; . 

But hold me fast, let me not go, 
Then you'll have your de^e. 



*f 



And its next night into Miles Moss, 

Fair Margaret has gone ; 
When lo she stands beside Bided Cross, 

Between twelve hours and (me. 
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There's holy water in her hand. 
She casts a compass round ; 

And presently a Fairy band 
Comes riding o'er the mound. 
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This seems to be the most appropriate connection 
for a short fragment from Maidmenfs North Countrie 
Garland J (p. 21.) It was taken down from the recita- 
tion of a lady who had heard it sung in her childhood. 



BURD ELLEN AND YOUNG TAMLANE. 



BuRD Ellen sits in the bower windowe, 

With a double laddy double, and for the double dow, 

Twisting the red silk and the blue, 
With the double rose and the May-hay. 
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And whiles she twisted, and whiles she twan, « 

With a double, •&c. 
And whiles the tears fell down amang, 

With the double, &c. 

Till once there by cam young Tamlane, lo 

With a double, &c. 
" Come light, oh light, and rock your young son ! " 
With the double, &c. 

" If you winna rock him, you may let him rair, 

With a double, &c. 
For I hae rockit my share and mair." u 

With the double, &c. 



Young Tamlane to the seas he's gane, 

With a double laddy double, and for the double dote, 
And a' women's curse in his company's gane, 

With the double rose and the May-hay. 20 



ALS Y YOD ON A MOUNDAY. (See p. 244.) 

In the manuscript from which these verses are 
taken, they form the preface to a long strain of in- 
comprehensible prophecies of the same description as 
those which are appended to Thomas of Ersyldoune. 
Whether the two portions belong together, or not, 
(and it will be seen that they are ill enough joined,) 
the first alone requires to be cited here for the purpose 
of comparison with the Wee Wee Man. The whole 
piece has been twice printed, first by Finlay, in his 
Scottish Ballads, (ii. 163,) and afterwards, by a person 
who was not aware that he had been anticipated, in 
the Retrospective Review, Second Series, vol. ii. p. 326. 
Both texts are in places nearly unintelligible, and are 
evidently full of errors, part of which we must ascribe 
to the incompetency of the editors. Finlay's is here 
adopted as on the whole the best, but it has received 
a few corrections from the other, and one or two con- 
jectural emendations. 



Als y yod on ay Mounday 

Bytwene Wyltinden and Wall, 
The ane after brade way. 

Ay litel man y mette with alle. 
The leste yat ever y, sathe to say, 

Oither in bowr, oither in halle ; 
His robe was neither grene na gray, 

Bot alle yt was of riche palle. 
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On me he cald, and bad me bide ; 

Well stille j stode ay litel space ; lo 

Fra Lanchestre the parke syde 

Yeen he come, wel fair his pase. 
He hailsed me with mikel pride ; 

Ic haved wel mykel ferly wat he was; 
I saide, — " Wel mote the betyde, 15 

That litel man with large face." 

I beheld that litel ihan 

Bi the strete als we gon gae ; 
His herd was syde ay large span^ 

And glided als the fether of pae ; » 

His heved was wyte als ony swan, 

His hegehen was gret and grai als so ; 
Brues lange, wel I the can 

Merk it to fize inches and mae. 

Armes scort, for sothe I saye, as 

Ay span seemed thaem to bee : 
Handes brade vytouten nay, 

And fingeres lange, he scheued me. 
4y stane he tok op thar it lay, 

And castit forth that I moth see ; so 

Ay merk-soot of large way 

Bifore me strides he castit three. 

Wel stille I stod als did the stane, 
To loke him on thouth me nouth lang ; 

His robe was alle gold begane, 8s 

Wel craflelike maked, I understande ; 



Finlay, 86, crastlike. 
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Botones asurd, eyerlk ane, 
Fra his elbouthe ontil his hande ; 

Elde lik man was he nane ; 
That in myn hert ich onderstande. 
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Til him I sayde ful sone on ane, 

For forthirmar I wald him fraine, 
Gladli wald I wit thi name, 

And I wist wat me mouthe gaine ; 
Thou ert so litel of fleshe and bane, 

And so mikel of mith and mayne, 
War Yones thou, litel man, at hame ? 

Wit of thee I wald ful faine." 



" Thoth I be litel and lith. 

Am y noth wytouten wane ; 
Ferli frained thou wat hi hith, 

That thou salt noth wit my name ; 
My wonige stede ful wel es dyght, 

Nou sone thou salt se at hame." 
Til him I sayde, " For Godes mith, 

Let me forth myn erand gane." 

" The thar noth of thin erand lette, 

Thouth thou come ay stonde wit me, 
Forther salt thou noth bi sette, 

Bi miles twa noyther bi three." 
Na linger durst I for him lette. 

But forth y funded wyt that free ; 
Stintid vs brok no beck ; 

Ferlich me thouth hu so mouth bee. 



so 
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89, ClideUk. 48, Glalli wUd. 62, That, qy. YatV; with. 

68, dygh. 
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He vent forth, als y you say, cr. 

In at ay yate, y vnderstande ; 
In til ay yate wvndouten nay ; 

It to se thouth me nouth lang. 
The bankers on the binkes lay, 

And fair lordes sett y fonde ; JO 

In ilka ay him y herd ay lay. 

And leuedys soth meloude sange. 

[Here there seems to be a break, and a new start 
made, with a tale told not on a Monday, but on a 
Wednesday,'] 

Lithe, bothe zonge and aide : 

Of ay worde y will you saye. 
Ay litel tale that me was tald 

Erli on ay Wedenesdaye. 
A mody bam, that was ful bald. 

My friend that y Gained aye, 
Al my gesing he me tald, 

And galid me als we went bi waye. 

, " Miri man, that es so wyth, 

Of ay thing gif me answere : 
For him that mensked man wyt mith, 
Wat sal worth of this were ? &c. 

68, soath. 



THE ELPHm KNIGHT. (See p. 246.) 

" The following transcript is a literal copy from the 
original in the Pepysian library, Cambridge." Moth- 
erwell's Minstrelsy, Appendix, p. i. 

" A Proper New Ballad, entituled, The Wind hath 
blown my Plaid away, or, A Discourse betwixt a young 
Maid and the Elphin-Knight ; To be sung with its 
own pleasant New Tune." 



The Elphin Knight sits on yon hill, 

Ba, ba, ba, lilli ba, 
He blowes his horn both loud and shril, 

The wind hath blown my plaid awa. 

He blowes it East, he blowes it West, 

Ba, ba, &c. 
He blowes it where he lyketh best 

The wind, &c. 



" I wish that horn were in my kist, 

Ba, ba, &c. 
Yea, and the knight in my armes two." 

The wind, &c. 
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She had no sooner these words said, 

Ba, ba, Sec, 
When that the knight came to her bed. is 

The windf &c. 

" Thou art over young a maid," quoth he, 

Ba, ba, &c. 
*^ Married with me thou il wouldst be." 

The wind, &c. 20 

" I have a sister younger than I, 

Ba, ba, &c. 
And she was married yesterday." 

The wind, &c. 

^^ Married with me if thou wouldst be, 20 

Ba, ba. Sec, 
A courtesie thou must do to me. 

The wind, &c. 

^^ For thou must shape a sark to me, 

Ba, ba. Sec, * ao 

Without any cut <» heme," quoth he. 
The wind, &c. 

" Thou must shape it needle^nd sheeriesse, 

Ba, ba, &c. 
And also sue it needle-threedlesse.'* 35 

The wind, &c. 

" If that piece of courtesie I do to thee, 

Ba, ba, &c. 
Another thou must do to me. 

The wind, &c. «) 
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" I have an aiker of good ley-land, 

Ba, ba, &c. 
Which lyeth low by yon sea-strand. 

The wind, &c. 

" For thou must cure it with thy horn, 

Ba, ha, &c. 
So thou must sow it with thy corn. 

The wind, &c. 
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" And bigg a cart of stone and lyme, 

Ba, ha, &c. 
Robin Redbreast he must trail it hame. 

The wind, &c. 

^' Thou must bam it in a mouse-holl, 

Ba, ba, &c. 
And thrash it into thy shoes' solL 
The wind, &c. 

" And thou must winnow it in thy looff, 

Ba, ba, &c. 
And also seek it in thy glove. 

llie wind, &c. 



so 
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" For thou must bring it over the sea, 

Ba, ba, &c. 
And thou must bring it dry home to me. 

The wind, &c. 

" When thou hast gotten thy turns well done, (u 

Ba, ba, &c. 
Then come to me and get thy sark then. 

The wind, &c.** 
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" 1*1 not quite my plaid for my life, 

Ba, ba, &c. n> 

It haps my seven bairns and iny wife. 

The wind shall not blow my plaid awa** 

" My maidenhead PI then keep still, 

Ba, 5a, &c. 
Let the Elphin Eaiight do what he will. 75 

The wind's not blown my plaid awa.** 

*' My plaid aioa, my plaid awa, 

And o'er the hill and far atoa, 
And far atoa, to Norrowa, 

My plaid shall not he Mown awa!* 
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THE LAIDLEY WORM OF SPINDLESTON- 
HEUGH. See p. 255. 

"A SONG above 500 years old, made by the old 
mountain-bard, Duncan Frasier, living on Cheviot, 
A. D. 1270." 

This ballad, first published in Hutchinson's History 
of Northumberland, was the composition of Mr. Robert 
Lambe, vicar of Norham. Several stanzas are, how- 
ever, adopted from some ancient tale. It has been 
often printed, and is now taken from Ritson's North- 
umberland Garland. 

The similar story of The Worme of Lambton, versified 
by the Rev. J. Watson, may be seen in Richardson's 
Borderer's Table-Book, viii. 129, or in Moore's Pic- 
torial Book of Ancient Ballad Poetry, page 784. 

For Scandinavian legends of linden-worms, see the 
Swedish collections of Arwidsson (ii. 270) and Geijer, 
(iii. 122, 124,) and the Danske Viser of Nyerup, 
i. 255. 



The king is gone from Bambrough Castle, 
Long may the princess mourn ; 

Long may she stand on the castle wall. 
Looking for his return. 



Laidley is loathly, loathsome. 
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She has knotted the keys upon a string, 

And with her she has them ta'en, 
She has cast them o'er her left shoulder, 

And to the gate she is gane. 

She tripped out, she tripped in, 

She tript into the yard ; lo 

But it was more for the king's sake. 

Than for the queen's regard. 

It fell out on a day, the king 
Brought the queen with him home ; 

And all the lords in our country i5 

To welcome them did come. 

" O welcome &ther I " the lady cries, 

" Unto your halls and bowers ; 
And so are you, my step-mother. 

For all that*s here is yours." ao 

A lord said, wondering while she spake, 

" This princess of the North 
Surpasses all of female kind 

In beauty, and in worth." 

The envious queen replied, " At least, 25 

You might have excepted me ; 
In a few hours, I will her bring 

Down to a low degree. 

" I will her liken to a laidley worm. 

That warps about the stone, so 

V. 21-28. Compare Young Waters^ (iii. 90,) v. 21-28, and 
Young Beichan and Susie Pye, (iv. 7,) v. 118-124. 
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THE LAIDLET WORM 



And not till Childy Wynd comes back, 
Shall she dgam be won/* 

The princess stood at the bower door 

Laughing, who could her blame ? 
But e'er the next day's sun went down, ss 

A long worm she became. 

For seven miles east, and seren miles west, 

And seven miles north, and south. 
No blade of grass or com could grow. 

So venomous was her mouth. 4(i 



The milk of seven stately cows 

(It was costly her to keep) 
Was brought her daily, which she drank 

Before she went to sleep. 

At this day may be seen the cave 45 

Which held her folded up. 
And the stone trough, the vei*y same 

Out of which she did sup. 

Word went east, and word went west. 

And word is gone over the sea, so 

That a laidley worm in Spindleston-Heughs 
Would ruin the North Country. 

Word went east, and word went west, 

And over the sea did go ; 
The Child of Wynd got wit of it, 55 

Which filled his heart with woe. 



V. 81. 
Owain. 



ChUdy Wynd is obviously a corruption of Child 
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He called striu^t his merry men all, 

They thirty were and three : 
" I wish I were at Spindle«ton, 

This desperate worm to see. 60 

" We have no time now here to waste, 

Hence quickly let us sail : 
My only sister Margaret, 

Something, I fear, doth ail." 

They built a ship without delay, 65 

With masts of the rown tree, 
With flutring sails of silk so fine, 

And set her on the sea, 

They went on board ; the wind with speed, 
Blew them along the deep ; 7o 

At length they spied an huge square tower 
On a rock high and steep. 

The sea was smooth, the weather clear; 

When they approached nigher. 
King Ida's castle they well knew, 75 

And the banks of Bambroughshire. 

The queen looked out at her bower window, 

To see what she could lee; 
There she espied a gaUant ship 

Sailing upon the sea* so 

When she beheld the f«]keii saila, 

Full glancing in the smi, 
To sink the ship she sent aws^ 

Her witch wives every one. 

* 

88, went. 
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THE LAIBLEY WORM 



The spells were vain ; the hags returned 
To the queen in sorrowful mood, 

Crying that witches have ho power 
Where there is rown-tree wood. 

Her last effort, she sent a boat, 

Which in the haven lay, 
With armed men to board the ship. 

But they were driven away. 

The worm lept out, the worm lept down, 
She plaited round the stone ; 

And ay as the ship came to the land 
She banged it off again. 

The Child then ran out of her reach 

The ship on Budley-sand, 
And jumping into the shallow sea. 

Securely got to land. 

And now he drew his berry-brown sword, 

And laid it on her head ; 
And swore, if she did harm to him. 

That he would strike her dead. 

" O quit thy sword, and bend thy bow, 

And give me kisses three ; 
For though I am a poisonous worm. 

No hurt ril do to thee. 

" O quit thy sword, and bend thy bow. 

And give me kisses three ; 
If Tm not won e'er the sun go down. 

Won I shall never be." 

101, berry-broad. 



85 



90 



96 



YA 



105 



110 



OP spinDleston-hedgh. 391 

He quitted his sword, and bent his bow, 

He gave her kisses three ; 
She crept into a hole a worm, us 

But out stept a lady. 

No clothing had this lady fine, 

To keep her from the cold ; 
He took his mantle from him about. 

And round her did it fold. 120 

He has taken his mantle from him about, 

And in it he wrapt her in. 
And they are up to Bambrough castle, 

As &st as they can win. 

His absence, and her serpent shape, 125 

The king had long deplored ; 
He now rejoyced to see them both 

Again to him restored. 
• • 
The queen they wanted, whom they found 

All pale, and sore afraid, lao 

Because she knew her power must yield 

To Childy Wynd's, who said, 

" Woe be to thee, thou wicked witch ; 

An ill death mayest thou dee ; 
As thou my sister hast likened, 115 

So lik'ned shalt thou be. 

" I will turn you into a toad, 

That on the ground doth wend ; 
And won, won shalt thou never be, 

Till this world hath an end." mo 
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THE LAIDLEY WORM. 

Now on the sand near Ida's tower, 
She crawls a loathsome toad, 

And venom spits on every maid 
She meets upon her road. 

The virgins all of Bambrough town 
WiU swear that they have seen 

This spiteful toad, of monstrous size, 
Whilst walking they have been. 
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All folks believe within the shire 

This story to be true, 
And they all run to Spindlestonv 

The cave and trough to view. 

This fact now Duncan Frasier, 

Of Cheviot, sings in rhime. 
Lest Bambroughshire men should forget 

Some part of it in time. 
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LORD DINGWALL. (See p. 270.) 

From Buchan's Ancient Ballads and Songs of the North of 

ScoOamL (i. 204.) 

We were sisters, sisters seven, 

Bawing down^ bowing down ; 
The fairest women under heaven. 

And aye the hirks a-bowing. 

They kiest kevels them amang, 
Wh^ wou'd to the grenewood gang. 

• 

The kevels they gied thro' the ha\ s 

And on the youngest it did fa'. 

Now she must to the grenewood gang. 
To pu' the nuts in grenewood hang. 

She hadna tarried an hour but ane, 

Till she met wi' a highlan' groom. lo 

He keeped her sae late and lang, 

Till the evening set, and birds they sang. 

He ga'e to her at their parting, 
A chain o' gold, and gay gold ring : 
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And three locks o' his yellow hair : u 

Bade her keep them for evermair. 

When six lang months were come and gane, 
A courtier to this lady came. 

Lord Dingwall courted this lady gay, 

And so he set their wedding-day. ao 

A little boy to the ha' was sent, 
To bring her horse was his intent 

As she was riding the way along, 
She began to make a heavy moan. 

" What ails you, lady," the boy said, 25 

** That ye seem sae dissatisfied ? 

" Are the bridle reins for you too strong? 
Or the stirrups for you too long ? " 

" But, little boy, will ye tell me, 
The fashions that are in your countrie ? ** ao 

" The fashions in our ha' I'll tell. 
And o' them a' I'll warn you well. 

" When ye come in upon the floor, 
His mither will meet you wi' a golden chair. 

" But be ye maid, or be ye nane, as 

Unto the high seat make ye boun'. 

" Lord Dingwall aft has been beguil'd, 
By girls whom young men hae defiled. 
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*^ He's cutted the paps frae their breast bane, 
And sent them back to their ain hame." « 

When she came in upon the floor, 
His mother met her wi' a golden chair. 

But to the high seat she made her boun' : 
She knew that maiden she was nane. 

When night was come, they went to bed, a 
And ower her breast his arm he laid. 



He quickly jumped upon the floor, 
And said, ** I've got a vile rank whore. 



»» 



Unto his mother he made his moan, 

Says, ** Mother dear, I am undone. bo 

*' YeVe aft tald, when I brought them hame, 
Whether they were maid or nane. 

** I thought rd gotten a maiden bright, 
I've gotten but a waefu' wight. 

** I thought I'd gotten a maiden clear, 55 

But gotten but a vile rank whore." 

" When she came in upon the floor, 
I met her wi' a golden chair. 

^* But to the high seat she made her boun'. 
Because a maiden she was nane." eo 

" I wonder wha's tauld that gay ladie. 
The fashion into our countrie." 
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" It is your little boy I blame, 
Whom ye did send to bring her home. 

Then to the lady she did go, 
And said, ** O Lady, let me know 
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** Who has defiled your &ir bodie ? 
Ye're the first that has beguiled me." 



" O we were sisters, sisters seven, 
The &irest women under heaven ; 
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" And we kiest kevels us amang, 
Wha wou'd to the grenewood gang ; 

" For to pu' the finest flowers, 
To put around our summer bowers. 



** I was the youngest o' them a', 
The hardest fortune did me befa*. 
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" Unto the grenewood I did gang, 
And pu'd the nuts as they down hang. 

** I hadna stayed an hour but ane. 
Till I met wi' a highlan' groom. 

^^ He keeped me sae late and lang, 
Till the evening set, and birds they s^ng, 

** He gae to me at our parting, 
A chain x)f gold, and gay gold ring : 
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" And three locks o' his yellow hair : 8B 

Bade me keep them for evermair. 



** Then for to show I make nae lie, 
Look ye my trunk, and ye will see. 
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Unto the trunk then she did go, 

To see if that were true or no. 9o 

And aye she sought, and aye she flang, 
Till these four things came to her hand. 

Then she did to her ain son go, 

And said, " My son, ye' 11 let me know. 

" Ye will tell to me this thing : — as 

What did yo wi* my wedding-ring ? ** 

" Mother dear, Y 11 tell nae lie : 
I gave it to a gay ladie. 

** I would gie a* my ha's and towers, 
I had this bird within my bowers.** loo 

" Keep well, keep well, your lands and strands. 
Ye hae that bird within your hands. 

" Now, my son, to your bower ye* 11 go : 
Comfort your ladie, she's full o' woe.*' 

Now when nine months were come and gane, los 
The lady she brought hame a son. 
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It was written on his breast-bane, 
Lord Dingwall was his j&ther's name. 



He's ta'en his young son in his arms, 
And aye he prais'd his lovely charms. 
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And he has gi*en him kisses three, 
And doubled them ower to his ladie. 



HYNDE ETIN. (See p. 297.) 
Fnim Kinloch'i Anei»nt ScoOiA Bdkdt, p. 22S. 

May Maro'ret stood ia her boaer door, 
Kaiming doun her yellow hair ; 

She spied Eome nuts growln in the wutl, 
And wish'd that she was there. 

She has plaited her yellow locks 

A Uttle abuse her bree ; 
Add she has kilted her petticoats 

A little below her knee ; 
And she's affto Mulberry wud,' 

As iaat as she could gae. 

She had na pu'd a nut, a nut, 

A nut but barely ane. 
Till up started the Hynde Etin, 

Says, " Lady ! let tbae alane." 

" Mulberry wuds are a' my ain ; 
My father gied then) me, 
To sport and play when I thought I 
And they sail na be tane by thee 
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And ae she pu*d the tither berrie, 

Na thinking o' the skaith ; 
And said, " To wrang ye, Hynde Etin, 

I wad be unco laith." 
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But he has tane her by the yellow locks. 

And tied her till a tree, 
And said, ** For slichting my commands, 

An ill death shall ye dree." 

He pu'd a tree out o' the wud, 

The biggest that was there ; 
And he howkit a cave monie fathoms deep, 

And put May Marg'ret there. 

" Now rest ye there, ye saucie may ; 
My wuds are free for thee ; 
And ^f I tak ye to mysell, 
The better ye' 11 like me.'* 
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Na rest, na rest May Marg'ret took. 

Sleep she got never nane ; 
Her back lay on the cauld, cauld floor, 

Her head upon a stane. 

" O tak me out," May Marg'ret cried, 
O tak me hame to thee ; 
And I sail be your bounden page 
Until the day I dee." 

He took her out o' the dungeon deep. 
And awa wi' him she's gane ; 

But sad was the day an earl's dochter 
Gaed hame wi' Hynde Etin. 
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It fell out ance upon a day, 

Hynde Etin^s to the hunting gane / 

And he has tane wi' him his eldest son. 
For to carry his game. 50 

"01 wad ask you something, father, 

An ye wadna angry be ; " — 
" Ask on, ask on, my eldest son, 

Ask onie thing at me." 



" My mother's cheeks are aft times weet, « 

Alas ! they are seldom dry ; " — 
** Na wonder, na wonder, my eldest son, 

Tho' she should brast and die. 

" For your mother was an earl's docbter. 

Of noble birth and fame ; eo 

And now she's wife o' Hynde Etin, 
Wha ne'er got christendame. 

" But we'll shoot the laverock in the lift, 
The buntlin on the tree ; 
And ye'll tak them hame to your mother, 65 

And see if she'll comforted be." 



" I wad ask ye something, mother, 

An' ye wadna angry be ; " — 
*' Ask on, ask on, my eldest son, 

Ask onie thing at me." ^0 
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" Your cheeks they are aft times weet, 
Alas ! they're seldom dry ; " — 

" Na wonder, na wonder, my eldest son, 
Tho' I should brast and die. 



" For I was ance an earPs dochter. 
Of noble birth and fame ; 
And now I am the wife of Hynde Etin, 
Wha ne'er got christendame." 



SIR OLUF AND THE ELF-KING'S 
DAUGHTER. (See p. 310.) 

This is a translation by Jamieson, (Popular Ballads 
and Songs f i. 219,) of the Elveskud,^ in the Danish 
Kjcempe Viser, Lewis has given a version of the 
same in the Tales of Wonder ^ (No. 10.) The corre- 
sponding Swedish ballad, The Elf-Woman and Sir 
Olof? is translated by Keightley, Fairy Mythology ^ 
p. 84. 

Other ballads of a similar description are Elfer HUl, 
(from the Danish, Jamieson, i. 225 ; from the Swed- 
ish, Keightley, 86 ; through the German, Tales of Won- 
der^ No. 6 :) Sir Okf in the Elve-Dance, (Keightley, 
82 ; Literature and Romance of Northern Europe^ by 
William and Mary Howitt, i. 269 :) The Merman and 
Marstig's Daughter^ (from the Danish, Jamieson, i. 210 ; 
Tales of Wonder ^ No. 11:) the Breton tale of Lord 
Nann and the Korrigan, (Keightley, 433 :) Sir Peter 
of Stauffenhergh and the Mermaid, (from the German, 
Jamieson, Illustrations of Northern Antiquities, 257,) 
and the well-known Fischer of Goethe. 

The best account of the superstitions pertaining to 
Elves and Mermaids is given in Thorpe's Northern 
Mythology, ii. 68, 76. ' 

1 Vdvalgte Dantke Viser, Abraham8on, Nyerup, and Bahbek, 
CJopenhagen, 1812, i. 237. 

2 Sveruka Folh-Visor, Geijer and Afzelius, Stockholm, 1816, 
iii. 165. 
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Sir Oluf the hend has ridden sae wide, 
All unto his bridal feast to bid. 

And lightly the elves, sae feat and free, 
They dance all under the greenwood tree I 

And there danced four, and there danced five ; 
The Elf-Ejng's daughter she reekit bilive. 

Her hand to Sir Oluf sae &ir and free : 
" O welcome. Sir Oluf, come dance wi' me ! 



" O welcome. Sir Oluf! now lat thy love gae. 
And tread wi* me in the dance sae gay." 

** To dance wi' thee ne dare I, ne may ; 
The morn it is my bridal day." 



10 



" O come, Sir Oluf, and dance wi* me ; 
Twa buck^in boots Til give to thee ; 

** Twa buckskin boote, that sit sae fair,^ 
Wi' gilded spurs sae rich and rare. 

" And hear ye. Sir Oluf I come dance wi' me ; 
And a silken sark Til give to thee \ 

'* A silken sark sae white and fine^ 
That my mother bleached in the moonshine." 
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" I (larena, I maunna come dance wi' thee ; 
For the mom my bridal day maun be." 

" O hear ye, Sir Oluf ! come dance wi* me, 
And a helmet o* goud Pll give to thee." 

" A helmet o' goud I well may ha*e ; 25 

But dance wi* thee ne dare I, ne may." 



" And winna thou dance, Sir Oluf, vr'i* me ? 
Then sickness and pain shall follow thee ! 
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She's smitten Sir Oluf-— it strak to his heart ; 

He never before had kent sic a smart ; 30 

Then lifled him up on his ambler red ; 
" And now, Sir Oluf, ride hame to thy bride." 

And whan he came till the castell yett, 
His mither she stood and leant thereat. 

" O hear ye, Sir Oluf, my ain dear son, 35 

Whareto is your lire sae blae and wan ? " 

** O well may my lire be wan and blae, 
For I ha'e been in the elf- wo mens' play." 

'* O hear ye. Sir Oluf, my son, my pride. 
And what shall I say to thy young bride ? " 40 
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Ye'U say, that Pve ridden but into the wood, 
To prieve gin my horse and hounds are good. 



FRAGMENT OF THE D^MON LOVER. 

(See p. 319.) 

(MotherwelPs Minstrelty, p. 92.) 

" I HAYS seven ships upon the sea, 
Laden with the finest gold, 
And mariners to wait us upon ; — 
All these you may behold. 

" And I have shoes for my love's feet, s 

Beaten of the purest gold, 
And lined wi* the velvet soft, 
To keep my love's feet from the cold. 

" O how do you love the ship," he said, 

" Or how do you love the sea ? lo 

And how do you love the bold mariners 
That wait upon thee and me ? " 

" O I do love the ship," she said, 
" And I do love the sea ; 
But woe be to the dim mariners, is 

That nowhere I can see." 

They had not sailed a mile awa', 

Never a mile but one. 
When she began to weep and mourn, 

And to think on her little wee son. 20 
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" O hold your tongue, my dear," he said, 
" And let all your weeping abee, 
For I'll soon show to you how the lilies grow 
On the banks of Italy." 

They had not sailed a mile awa\ ^s 

Never a mile but two, 
Until she espied his cloven foot, 

From his gay robes sticking thro'. 

They had not sailed a mile awa', 

Never a mile but three, *> 

When dark, dark, grew his eerie looks, 

And raging grew the sea. 

They had not sailed a mile awa', 

Never a mile but four. 
When the little wee ship ran round about, sa 

And never was seen more ! 



CONSTANTINE AND ARETE. See p. 335. 

We are indebted for the following recension of 
Gntslantme and Areti to Mr. Sophocles of Harvard 
College. It is constructed from Fauriel's text, com- 
bined with a copy in ZambelioB'g 'Aurpara ArnumKa, 
and witJ) a version taken down from the recitation of 
a Cretan woman. The translation is by the skilful 
hand of Professor Felton. 

Hanm fu roils ivinA aov vloiis ml jii r^ lua ami K6(n), 
T71' k6pi T9 fioMupi^i) r^v ittAvar/arTjiUtni, 
Trfv t'xtt SaiSita xpo*^" *' ijXiot 8*1" <rov r^f <i6(, 
'S TO. u-Koitira TTir ^ovyts, 's r' Stfityya t^v firXi'ircE, 
'S J-' airrpi Koi "t roy aiytptvo nr' tl^K^^avts T& ayovpa 

"''■ , , ' 

'H yiiTona Sip ff^fpf n»( "X" Bvyaripa, 
KqI itpa^tvta (ToO tptpavf diro r^ BaffvXav^^ 
Ol ixra dSip<t>ol Hv df Xouct, cal d KuoraiaivDf SiUt ■ 

Nci 'j;i» k' ryi irapTyopii 't r^ irrpaTa jrov &a^(n«." la 
*' ^pivifiot rurai^ Katrrtu'rn^ ii SirvntL ainktrimfinB • 

To fl*o T7( Sdwt cyyvT^ ■ 
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Kat ardv rr}v enavrpi-^ave ttjp *Aperi7 'y ra ^€i/a, 
"Epx^Tai \p6voi bia-c(f)Tos kclL oi ivvia ircddvav. 
"E/xcti/f T] p.avva fjLOPax^ orav KaXap.ia *s rov Kdp.iro, 
'2 TO, 6\T^ p.vrjfiaTa 8€pv€Tai.j 'y to o;^ro> fivpoKoydciy 
'2 Tov KcDorravrivov t6 Oa^rw dviana ra ixclKKicl Tqs • 

" '2r]K0Vf KaxTTavTivaKi] fiov, t^v *Ap€Trj fiov 6€\a> • 
To Beo fiov 'jSaXfff eyyvr-q Koi rovs dyioifs fxaprvpovSt 

*Ai/ TvxjJ irUpa yfi x^P^ "^ ^?^ ^'^ 1^°^ ^^ ^^'p?7^'" 
Kat /x/cra *s ra p.€(rdwxTa an to KL^otpi fiyaivcu 
Kai'fi t6 <rvyif€(f>o oXoyo, koi t dcrrpo <ra\i^dpi^ 
Kat TO (f>€yydpL (rvvTpo<f>id kol irdei va Tfjve <j>(prf^ 
BplaKfL TTjv Koi ;(rf i/ifovwai o^ov 's t6 (^eyyapdKi, 
^AiropaKpid tt)p x^^p^fdci Kal dnop-aKpid r^y \iyei, 

" Fta cXa, *Ap6roi5Xa /xov, Kvpdva fxas at ^eXci. 

tt>*\' »»^' \/> /»*»f f 

AAifiovOj aO€p<paKi fiov^ Kai tl U€ tovt rj <opa I 

Ap rjv* x^P^- *^ "^^ OTTLTL /xay, vd jSaXo) rd xP^^o. fiov, ao 

Kat dv TTiKpa, adfp^oKt fiov, vd *p6(0 ats Ka6oi>i eifiai.^ 

" Mijbe nUpa firjBe x^P°^ * *^^ ^^ KaOw ftitrat." 
2 r^ OTpara irov dia^aivave, V t^ arpdra irov irayaivav^ 
*Akovp TTovXia Koi KiXaBovp, aKovv irovXid Kal XcW • 

" Fta des KOTreXa Sfiop(f)ri vd (repvfj dneSaficvos ! " 
** AKovtres, KoMnrain-aiciy fiov, rt Xcvc ra TrovXaxta ; " 

^' IlovXaicta Ve icat ds KiKabovv, TrovXoicta Vf icat 
XcVc." 
Kat TrapaK€i irov ndyaivav Kal aXXa novXid Tovi Xeyav • 

" Tt fiXenovfie to BXifitpd ra irapairovefieva ; 
Na irepiraTovv ol (oovTavol pe tovs dirtOapevovs ; " 40 

" Afcovcrff, YLaiaravTaKT) pov, rt Xkvc ra TrovXaxta ; 
*^ IlovXtucta *v€ Kal hs KiKabovv, irovkaKia *v€ Kal ds Xcvc." 

** ^ofiovpal o"' dd€p(l)dKi fiov, Kal Xifiavies fivpi^tisy 
*' *ExT€s Ppadvs iirifyafic icaro) 'y roi/ 'Atytdjwy, 
K* idvfuaa-k fias 6 wands fie t6 no\v Xtj3ai/t." 45 

Kat napepirphs nov nrfyave, kcu oKKa TrovXta tovs Xcve • 
^' Q 6t fjueyoKobvvapc, firyoXo 6dpa Kdveis I 
Terota navoaprja Xvyeprj vd o'epvij dneBapevos ! " 

T* oKdva-e irdXe fj *Ap€T^ k ippdyur tf Kapbid ttjs* 
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^^"AKovaes, KtoaravTaKr] fiov^ rt Xive ra novXaKia ; 50 
Ilfs fJMV irov *v ra iiaXkaKia trov, t6 injyovph fiovtrraKi ; " 

*' McyoXiy appoaarui fi tvprjKe^ fi €ppr]^€ rov Baudrov*^^ 
BpitrKovp TO aririri icXctdcar^ ick€ihopxivTciKu>pLkvOy 
Kat TO (TiriTOTrapaBvpa irov *Tav apa\via<TpAva • 

" ''Avoi^c, pavva fi, apoi^€, Ka\ va rfiv *Ap€Tri crov." 55 
'**Av ^<rai Xapos, dia^otve, Koii aXXa Traibia dtif tx^ ' 
*H boKria *kp€TovKa fwv Xdnd pMKpia *f ra $€va, 

""Avot^f, puavva ft*, ai/oi^c, k eya>* pai 6 KoxrravT^^ 

(TOV. 

To ^to <roi) *fiaKa eyyvrrf Koi rovs dyiovs paprvpovs, 
*Av Tvxit TTiKpa y^ X^P^ "^ ''^^ "^ ^^^ ""^^ <fi(p(oy 6o 
Kat ©ore va */3y5 *y 1^71/ iropra nyy, e^yrJKe f} '^vx^ 
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O MOTHER, thou with thy nine sons, and with one 

only daughter. 
Thine only daughter, well beloved, the dearest of thy 

children, 
For twelve years thou didst keep the maid, the sun 

did not behold her, 
Whom in the darkness thou didst bathe, in secret braid 

her tresses. 
And by the starlight and the dawn, didst wind her 

curUng ringlets, 
Nor knew the neighborhood that thou didst have so 

fair a daughter, — 
When came to thee from Babylon a woer's soft 

entreaty : 
Eight of the brothers yielded not, but Constantine 

consented. 
" O mother give thine Arete, bestow her on the 

stranger, 
That I may have her solace dear when far away I 

wander." 
" Though thou art wise, my Constantine, thou hast 

unwisely spoken : 
Be woe my lot or be it joy, who will restore my 

daughter ? " 
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He calls to witness God above, be calls the holy 

martyrs, 
Be woe her lot, or be it joy, he would restore het 

daughter : 
And when they wedded Arete, in that far distant 

country. 
Then comes tiie year of sorrowing, smd aJU the nine 

did perish. 
All lonely was the modier left, like a reed alone in 

the meadow; 
O'er the eight graves she beats her breast, o'er eight is 

heard her wailing, 
And at the tomb of Ck)n8tantine, she rends her hair 

in anguish. ' 
"Arise, my Constantine, arise, for Arete I lan- 
guish: 
On Grod to witness thou didst call, didst call the holy 

martyrs. 
Be woe my lot or be it joy, thou wouldst restore my 

daughter/* 
And forth at midnight hour he ^res, the silent tomb 

deserting, 
He makes the cloud his flying steed, he makes the star 

his bridle. 
And by the silver moon convoyed, to bring her home 

he journeys: 
And finds her combing down her locks, abroad by 

silvery moonlight. 
And greets the maiden from afar, and from afar 

bespeaks her. 
"Arise, my Aretula dear, for thee our mother 

longeth." 
"Alas! my brother, what is this? what wouldst at 

such an hour ? 
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If joy betide our distant home, I wear my golden 

raiment, 
If woe betide, dear brother mine, I go as now Pm 
standing.** 
" Think not of joy, think not of woe- — return as here 
thou standest" 
And while they journey on the way, all on the way 

returning, 
They hear the Birds, and what they sing, and what the 
Birds are saying. 
^^ Ho ! see the maiden all so fair, a Ghost it is that 
bears her." 
^* Didst hear the Birds, my Gonstantine, didst list to 
what they're saying ? " 
" Yes : they are Birds, and let them sing, they're 
Birds, and let them chatter : " 
And yonder, as they journey on, still other Birds 
salute them. 
" What do we see, unhappy ones, ah I woe is fallen 
on us ; — 
Lo ! there the living sweep along, and with the dead 
they travel." 
" Didst hear, my brother Constandne, what yonder 
Birds are saying ? " 
" Yes ! Birds are they, and let them sing, they're Birds, 
and let them chatter." 
"I fear for thee, my Brother dear, for thou dost 
breathe of incense." 
** Last evening late we visited the church of Saint 

Johannes, 
And there the priest perfumed me o'er with clouds of 
fragrant incense." 
And onward as they hold their way, still other Birds 
bespeak them : 
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" O Grod, how wondrous is thy power, what miracles 

thou workest ! 
A maid so gracious and so fair, a Ghost it is that 

bears her : " 
'Twas heard again by Arete, and now her heart 

was breaking ; 
" Didst hearken, brother Constantine, to what the Birds 

are saying ? 
Say where are now thy waving locks, thy strong thick 

beard, where is it ? " 
" A sickness sore has me befallen, and brought me 

near to dying." 
They find the house all locked and barred, they find 

it barred and bolted. 
And all the windows of the house with cobwebs 

covered over. 
** Unlock, O mother mine, unlock, thine Arete thou 

seest" 
" If thou art Charon, get thee gone — I have no other 

children : 
My hapless Arete afar, in stranger lands is dwell- 

mg. 
" Unlock, O mother mine, unlock, thy Constantine 

entreats thee. 
I called to witness Grod above, I called the holy 

martyrs. 
Were woe thy lot, or were it joy, I would restore thy 

daughter." 
•And when unto the door she came, her soul from 

her departed. 
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FRAGMENT OF CHILD ROWLAND AND 

BURD ELLEN. 

It is not impossible that this ballad should be the one 
quoted by Edgar in King Lear, (Act iii. sc. 4 :) 

" Child Rowland to the dark tower came." 
We have extracted the fragment given by Jamieson, 
with the breaks in the story filled out, from Illustrations 
of Northern Antiquities, p. 397 ; and we have added his 
translation of the Danish ballad of Rosmer Hafmand, 
which exhibits a striking similarity to ChUd Rowland, 
from Popular Ballads and Songs, ii. 202. 



[" King Arthur's sons o* merry Carlisle] 
Were playing at the ba* ; 
And there was their sister Burd Ellen, 
I' the mids amang them a'. 

" Child Rowland kick'd it wi' his foot, 
And keppit it wi* his knee ; 
And ay, as he play'd out o'er them a*. 
O'er the kirk he gar'd it flee. 
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*' Burd Ellen round about the isle 

To seek the ba' is gane ; lo 

But they bade lang and ay langer. 
And she camena back again. 

" They sought her east, they sought her west, 
They sought her up and down ; 
And wae were the hearts [in merry Carlisle,] is 
For she was nae gait found ! " 

At last her eldest brother went to the Warluck 
Merlin, (Myrddin Wyldt,) and asked if he knew 
where his sister, the fair Burd Ellen, was. *' The 
fair Burd Ellen," said the Warluck Merlin, ** is carried 
away by the fairies, and is now in the castle of the 
king of Elfland ; and it were too bold an undertaking 
for the stoutest knight in Christendom to bring her 
back." " Is it possible to bring her back ? " said her 
brother, " and I will do it, or perish in the attempt." 
" Possible indeed it is," said the Warluck Merlin ; 
** but woe to the man or mother's son who attempts 
it, if he is not well instructed beforehand of what he 
is to do." 

Influenced no less by the glory of such an enter- 
prise, than by the desire of rescuing his sister, the 
brother of the fair Burd Ellen resolved to undertake 
the adventure ; and after proper instructions from 
Merlin, (which he failed in observing,) he set out on 
his perilous expedition. 

" But they bade lang and ay langer, 

Wi* dout and mickle maen ; 
And wae were the hearts [in merry Carlisle,] 

For he camena back again." ao 
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The second brother in li^e manner set out; but 
failed in observing the instructions of the Warluck 
Merlin ; and 

" They bade lang and ay langer, 
Wi* mickle dout and maen ; 
And wae were the hearts [in merry Carlisle,] 
For he camena back again." 

Child Rowland, the youngest brother of the fair 
Burd Ellen, then resolved to go ; but was strenuously 
opposed by the good queen, [Gwenevra,] who was 
afraid of losing all her children. 

. At last the good queen [Gwene\Ta] gave him her 
consent and her blessing ; he girt on (in great form, 
and with all due solemnity of sacerdotal consecration.) 
his father's good claymore^ [Excalibar,] that never 
struck in vain, and repaired to the cave of the War- 
luck Merlin. The Warluck Merlin gave him all 
necessary instructions for his journey and conduct, 
the most important of which were, that he should kill 
every person he met with after entering the land of 
Fairy, and should neither eat nor drink of what was 
offered him in that country, whatever his hunger or 
thirst might be ; for if he tasted or touched in Elfland, 
he must renudn in the power of the Elves, and never 
see middle eard again. 

So Child Rowland set out on his journey, and trav- 
elled " on and ay farther on," till he came to wKere 
(as he had been forewarned by the Warluck Merlin,) 
he found the king of Elfland's horse-herd feeding his 
horses. 

** Canst thou tell me," said Child Rowland to the 
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horae-herd, " where the king of Elfland's castle is ? ** — 
" I cannot tell thee," said the horse-herd ; " but go on 
a little farther, and thou wilt come to the cow-herd, 
and he, perhaps, may tell thee." So Child Rowland 
drew the good claymore, [Excalibar,] that never struck 
in vain, and hewed off the head of the horse-herd. 
Child Rowland then wept on a little farther, till ho 
came to the king of Elfland's cow-herd, who was feed- 
ing his cows. ** Canst thou tell me," said Child Row- 
land to the cow-herd, " where the king of Elfland's 
castle is ? " — "I cannot tell thee," said the cow-herd ; 
" but go on a little farther, and thou wilt come to the 
sheep-herd, and he perhaps may tell thee." So Child 
Rowland drew the good claymore, [Excalibar,] that 
never struck in vain, and hewed off the head of the 
cow-herd. He then went on a little farther, till he 
came to the sheep-herd. * * * * [^The sheep- 
herd^ goat-herd, and swine-herd are all, each in his turn, 
served in the same manner ; and lastly he is referred to 
the hen-wife."] 

" Go on yet a little farther," said the hen-wife, till 
thou come to a round green hill surrounded with rings 
{terraces) from the bottom to the top; go round it 
three times wider shins, and every time say, " Open, 
door ! open, door ! and let me come in ; and the third 
time the door will open, and you may go in." So 
Child Rowland drew the good claymore, [Excalibar,] 
that never struck in vain, and hewed off the head 
of the hen-wife. Then went he three times xoider- 
shins round the green hill, crying, " Open, door! 
open, door ! and let me come in ; " and the third time 
the door opened, and he went in. 

It immediately closed behind him ; and he proceeded 
through a long passage, where the air was soft and 
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agreeably warm like a May evening, as is all the air 
of Elfland. The light was a sort of twilight or gloam- 
ing ; but there were neither windows nor candles, and 
he knew not whence it came, if it was not from the 
walls and roof, which were rough, and arched like a 
grotto, and composed of a clear transparent rock, in- 
crusted with sheeps-silver and spar, and various bright 
stones. At last he came to two wide and lofty folding- 
doors, which stood a-jar. He opened them, and en- 
tered a large and spacious hall, whose richness and 
brilliance no tongue can tell. It seemed to extend 
the whole length and height of the hill. The superb 
Gothic pillars by which the roof was supported, were 
so large and so lofty, (said my seannachy,) that the 
pillars of the Chanry Kirk,* or of Pluscardin Abbey, 
are no more to be compared to them, than the Knock 
of Alves is to be compared to Balrinnes or Ben-aKjhi. 
They were of gold and silver, and were fretted like 
the west window of the Chanry Kirk, with wreaths of 
flowers composed of diamonds and precious stones of 
all manner of beautiful colors. The key-stonesr of the 
arches above, instead of coats of arms and other de- 
vices, were ornamented with clusters of diamonds in 
the same manner. And from the middle of the roof, 
where the principal arches met, was hung by a gold 
chain, an immense lamp of one hollowed pearl, per- 
fectly transparent, in the midst of which was sus- 
pended a large carbuncle, that by the powier of magic 
continually turned round, and shed over all the hall a 
clear and mild light like the setting sun ; but the hall 
was so large, and these 'dazzling objects so far removed, 

* The cathedral of Elgin naturally enough furnished sim- 
iles to a man who had never in his life been twenty miles 
distant from it. 
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that their blended radiance cast no more than a pleas- 
ing lustre, and excited no more than agreeable sensa- 
tions in the eyes of Child Rowland. 

The furniture of the hall was suitable to its architec- 
ture ; and at the farther end, under a splendid canopy, 
seated on a gorgeous sofa of velvet, silk, and gold, and 
*' kembing her yellow hair wi' a silver kemb,'' 

" There was his sister burd Ellen ; 25 

She stood up him before." 

Says, 

** * Grod rue on thee, poor luckless fode I 
What has thou to do here ? 

" *And hear ye this, my youngest brither, 

Why badena ye at hame ? » 

Had ye a hunder and thousand lives. 
Ye canna brook ane o' them. 

" And sit thou down ; and wae, O wae 
That ever thou was born ; 
For come the King o' Elfland in, as 

Thy leccam is forlorn ! * " 



A long conversation then takes place ; Child Bow- 
land tells her the news [of merry Carlisle,] and of his 
own expedition ; and concludes with the observation, 
that, after this long and fatiguing journey to the castle 
of the king of Elfland, he is very hungry, 

Burd Ellen looked wistfully and mournfully at him, 
and shook her head, but said nothing. Acting under 
the influence of a magic which she could not resist, 
she arqse, and brought him a golden bowl full of bread 
and milk, which she presented to him with the same 
timid, tender, and anxious expression of solicitude. 
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Remembering the instructions of the Warluck Mer- 
lin, " Burd EUen," said Child Rowland, "I will neither 
taste nor touch till I have set thee free ! " Immedi- 
ately the folding-doors burst open with tremendous 
violence, and in came the king of Elfland, 

" With */,/,/©, and/wm / 

I smell the blood of a Christian man ! 
Be he dead, be he living, wi' my brand 
ril clash his harns frae his harn-pan ! ' '' 40 

" Strike, then, Bogle of Hell, if thou darest ! " ex- 
claimed the undaunted Child Rowland, starting up, 
and drawing the good claymore, [Excalibar,] that 
never struck in vain. 

A furious combat ensued, and the king of Eldand 
was felled to the ground ; but Child Rowland spared 
him on condition that he should restore to him his two 
brothers, who lay in a trance in a corner of the hall, 
and his sister, the fair burd Ellen. The king of 
Elfland then produced a small crystal phial, containing 
a bright red liquor, with which he anointed the lips, 
nostrils, eye-lids, ears, and finger-ends of the two young 
men, who immediately awoke as from a profound sleep, 
during which their souls had quitted their bodies, and 
they had seen, &c., &c., &c. So they all four returned 
in triumph to [merry Carlisle.] 

Such was the rude outline of the romance of Child 
Rowland, as it was told to me when I was about seven 
or eight years old, by a country tailor then at work in 
my father's house. He was an ignorant and dull good 
sort of honest man, who seemed never to have ques- 
tioned the truth of what he related. Where the et 
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cceteras are put down, many curious particulars have 
been omitted, because I was afraid of being deceived 
by my memory, and substituting one thing for another. 
It is rigtit also to admonish the reader, that the 
Warluck Merlin, Child Rowland, and Burd Ellen, 
were the only names introduced in his recitation ; and 
that the others, inclosed within brackets, are £issumed 
upon the authority of the locality given to the story 
by the mention of Merlin. In every other respect I 
have been as faithful as possible. 



ROSMER HAFMAND, 

OR, 

THE MER-MAN ROSMER. 

{Danske Fwer, i. 218.) 

There dwalls a lady in Danmarck, 

Lady Hillers lyle men her ca' ; 
And she's gar*d bigg a new c£istell, 

That shines o'er Danmarck a*. 

Her dochter was stown awa frae her ; « 

She sought for her wide-whare ; 
But the mair she sought, and the less she fand, — 

That wirks her sorrow and care. 

And she's gar'd bigg a new ship, 

Wi' vanes o' flaming goud, lo 

Wi' mony a knight and mariner, 

Sae stark in need bestow'd. 

She's followed her sons down to the strand, 

That chaste and noble fre ; 
And wull and waif for eight lang years i« 

The}' sail'd upon the sea. 
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And eight years wull and waif they sail'd, 

O' months that seem'd sae lang ; 
Syne they sailed afore a high castell, 

And to the land can gang. 20 

And the young lady Svan^ lyle, 

In the bower that was the best, 
Says, " Wharfrae can tliir frem swains, 

Wi' us this night to guest ? " 

Then up and spak her youngest brither, 25 
Sae wisely ay spak he ; 
'* We are a widow's three poor sons, 
Lang wilder'd on the sea. 

" In Danmarck were we born and bred, 

Lady Killers lyle was our mither ; ao 

Our sister frae us was stown awa, 
We findna whare or whither." 

" In Danmarck were ye born and bred ? 
Was Lady Killers your mither ? 
I can nae langer heal frae thee, » 

Thou art my youngest brither. 

** And hear ye this, my youngest ^rither : 
Why bade na ye at hame ? 
Kad ye a hunder and thousand lives. 

Ye canna brook ane o' them." 40 

She's set him in the weiest nook 

She in the house can meet ; 
She's bidden him for the high God's sake 

Nouther to laugh ne greet. 
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Rosmer hame frae Zealand~came, 45 

And he took on to bann : 
" I smell fu' weel, by my right hand, 
That here is a Christian man." 

" There flew a bird out o*er the house, 

Wi' a man's bane in his mouth ; so 

He coost it in, and I cast it out, 
As fast as e'er I couth." 

But wilyly she can Rosmer win ; 
And clapping him tenderly, 
'* It's here is come my sister-son ; — a 

Gin I lose him, Til die. 

** It's here is come, my sister-son, 
Frae baith our fathers' land ; 
And I ha'e pledged him faith and troth, 
That ye will not him bann." eo 






u 



And is he come, thy sister-son, 
Frae thy father's land to thee ? 

Then I will swear my highest aith, 
He's dree nae skaith frae me." 



'Twas then the high king Rosmer, « 

He ca'd on younkers twae : 
" Ye bid proud Svan^ lyle's sidter-son 
To the chalmer afore me gae." 

It was Svan^ lyle's sister-son. 

Whan afore Rosmer he wan, 7c 

His heart it quook, and his body shook, 

Sae fley'd, he scarce dow stand. 
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Sae Rosmer took her sister-son, 

Set him upon his knee ; 
He clappit him sae luifsomelyf 75 

He turned baith blue and blae. 

And up and spak she, Svan^ lyle ; 
" Sir Rosmer, ye're nae to learn 
That your ten fingers arena sma. 
To clap sae little a bairn." *) 

There was he till, the fifthen year, 
He green'd for hame and land : 
" Help me now, sister Svan^ lyle. 
To be set on the white sand." 

It was proud Lady Svan^ lyle, as 

Afore Kosmer can stand : 
" This younker sae lang in the sea has been, 
He greens for hame and land." 

" Gin the younker sae lang in the sea has been. 
And greens for hame and land, so 

Then Til gie him a kist wi' goud, 
Sae fitting till his hand." 



" And will ye gi*e him a kist wi* goud, 
Sae fitting till his hand ? 
Then hear ye, my noble heartis dear, as 

Ye bear them baith to land." 

Then wrought proud Lady Svan^ lyle 

What Rosmer little wist ; 
For she's tane out the goud sae red, 

And laid hersel i* the kist. loo 
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He's ta*en the man upon his^ back ; 

The kist in his mouth took he ; 
And he gas gane the lang way up 

Frae the bottom o' the sea. 

" Now I ha'e borne thee to the land ; 105 

Thou seest baith sun and moon ; 
Namena Lady Svanfe for thy highest Grod, 
I beg thee as a boon." 

Rosmer sprang i' the saut sea out, 

And jawp'd it up i' the sky ; no 

But whan he cam till the castell in, 
Nae Svan^ lyle could he spy. 

Whan he came till the castell in, 

His dearest awa was gane ; 
Like wood he sprang the castell about, 115 

On the rock o' the black flintstane. 

Glad they were in proud Hillers lyle*s house, 

Wi* welcome joy and glee ; 
Hame to their friends her bairns were come, 

That had lang been in the sea. 120 



A LYKE-WAKE DIRGE. 

From Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border, iii. 135. 
In Brand's Antiquities, (by Ellis,) ed. 1849, ii. 275, is 
another copy, exhibiting a few trifling variations. 

*' This is a sort of charm sung by the lower ranks of 
Koman Catholics in some parts of the North of Eng- 
land, while watching a dead body, previous to inter- 
ment. The tune is doleful and monotonous, and, join- 
ed to the mysterious import of the words, has a solemn 
effect. The word sleet,* in the chorus, seems to be 
corrupted from selt, or salt ; a quantity of which, in 
compliance with a popular superstition, is frequently 
placed on the breast of a corpse. 

" The late Mr. Ritson found an illustration of this 
dirge in a MS. of the Cotton Library, containing an 
account of Cleveland, in Yorkshire, in the reign of 
Queen Elizabeth. It was kindly conununicated to the 
Editor by Mr. Frank, Mr. Ritson's executor, and runs 
thus — * When any dieth, certaine women sing a song 
to the dead bodie, recyting the journey that the par- 

* Ellis gives fled, interpreting it water, but fleet means 
only a large body of water. — Ed. 



i 



430 A LTKE-WAKE DIRGE. 

tye deceased must goe ; and they are of beliefe (such 
is their fondnesse) that once in their lives, it is good to 
give a pair of new shoes to a poor man, for as much 
as, after this life, they are to pass barefoote through a 
great launde, full of thornes and furzen, except by 
the meryte of the almes aforesaid they have redemed 
the forfeyte ; for, at the edge of the launde, an oulde 
man shall meet them with the same shoes that were 
given by the partie when he was lyvi ng ; and, after he 
hath shodde them, dismisseth them to go through thick 
and thin, without scratch or scalle." — Julius, F. VL 
459. 

" The mythologic ideas of the dirge are common to 
various creeds. The Mahometan believes, that, in 
advancing to the final judgment-seat, he must traverse 
a bar of red-hot iron, stretched across a bottomless gulf. 
The good works of each true believer, assuming a sub- 
stantial form, will then interpose betwixt his feet and 
this Bridge qf Dread; but the wicked, having no such 
protection, must fall headlong into the abyss. — D*Her- 
BELOT, Bihlioihhque Oiientale, 

" Passages, similar to this dirge, are also to be found 
in Lady Cuiross*s Dream, as quoted in the second 
Dissertation prefixed by Mr. Pinkerton to his Select 
Scottish Ballads, 2 vols. The dreamer journeys to- 
wards heaven, accompanied and assisted by a celestial 
guide : — 

*' Through dreadful dens which made my heart aghast, 

He bare me up when I began to tire. 

Sometimes we clamb o*er craggy mountains high, 

And sometimes stay'd on ugly braes of sand; 

They were so stay that wonder was to see : 

But, when I fear'd, he held me by the hand. 

Through great deserts we wandered on our way. 
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Forward we passed on nanx)w biidge of tree, 
O'er waters great, which hideously did roar." 

** Again, she supposes herself suspended over an in- 
fernal gulf :— 

" Ere I was ware, one gripped me at last, 
And held me high above a flaming fire. 
The fire was great; the heat did pierce me sore; 
My faith grew weak; my grip was very small ; 
I trembled fast; my fear grew more and more." 

# 

" But the most minute description of the Brig d* 

Dread occurs in the legend of Sir Owaiuy No. XL. in 
the MS. Collection of Komances, W. 4. 1, Advocates* 
Library, Edinburgh." — Scott. 



This ae nighte, this ae nighte, 

Every night and alle^ 
Fire, and sleete, and candle lighte. 

And Christe receive thye saule. 

When thou from hence away are paste, t 

Every night and alle. 
To Whinny-muir thou comest at laste, 

And Christe receive thye saule. 

If ever thou gavest hosen and shoon. 

Every night and alle, lo 

Sit thee down and put them on. 

And Christe receive thye saule. 

If hosen and shoon thou ne'er gavest nane, 

Every night and alle, 
The whinnes shall pricke thee to the bare bane, »« 

And Christe receive thye saule. 
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From Whinny-muir when thou mayst paase. 

Every nigM and aUe^ 
To Brigg o' Dread thoa comest at laste, 

And Christe receive thye saide. ao 

From Brigg o* Dread when thou mayst passe, 

Every night and alle^ 
To pnrgatoiy fire thou comest at laste, 

And Christe receive thye saule. 

If ever thou gavest meat or drink, s 

Every night and alie, 
The fire shall never make thee shrinke. 

And Christe receive thye saule. 

If meate or drinke thou never gavest nane. 

Every night and alle^ « 

The fire will bum thee to the bare bane. 
And Christe receive thye saide. 

This ae nigfate, this ae nighte. 

Every night and alle. 
Fire, and sleete, and candle lighte, 35 

And Christe receive thye saule. 
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11^ Figures placed after words denote the pages in which 

they occur. 



a, one. 

a% aU. 

abee, be. 

aboon, abune, above. 

aby, pay for. 

ae, only, sole. 

ahin, behind. 



aim, iron. 

algate, always. 

all and some, each and all. 

allyans, aliens. 

als, also. 

altherebest, best of all. 

anes, once. 

appone, upon. 

araye, order. 

arblast, cross-bow. 

are, before. 

arighte, laid hold of. 

ask, newt, a hind of lizard. 

askryede, described. 

asnrd, azured, blue. 

atent, intention. 

auenied, avenged. 

auntres, adoenturei. 

avanse, projiu 
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awenn, own. 
ayont, beyond. 

bade, abode, staid. 

bairnly, chUd-like. 

bald, bold. 

bale, blaze, fre. 

bale, harme, ruin, sorrow. 

ban', bound. 

bane, bone. 

bankers, 366, coverings for 

benches. 
bann, curse. 
bard, 181? 
bam, child, wight. 
baskefysyke, 29 ? 
Xi&ynQ, prompt, ready. 
beck, strmm. 
be-deene, iB, forthwith f 
bedone, Q, bedecked. 
begane, decked. 
behete, assure. 
belde, build. 

belde, 174, shelter, refuge. 
ben, in. 
ben, prompt, ready. 
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bent, plahy field (from the 
coarse grass growing on 
open lands); bentis, bents, 
coane grass. 

beryde, 216, cried, made a 
noise. 

beryengs, obsequies. 

bestedde, circumstanced. 

bierly, 266, proper, becoming. 

bigg, buHd; bigging, building, 
dtoeUing. 

bilive, quickly. 

Billy Blind, or Billy BUn, a 
Brownie, or domestic fairy. 

binkes, benches. 

bird, 876, lady. 

birk, birch. 

birled, 329, powed out drink, 
or drunk 

blae, Uvid. 

blee, color, complexion. 

blewe, 217, sounded a horrK 

blin, blyn, blynne, stop, cease. 

bogle, spectre, goblin. 

bone, boon. 

boome, 855. Qy. goome, man t 

bord, table. 

borrow, stand surety for, ran- 
som, rescue* 

bostlye, boasting. 

boon, boon. 

boun, 805, make ready, go. 

bourdes,je<t8. 

boure, bower, chamber. 

bown, ready, ready to go. 

hovrrd, jest. 

brae, hillside. 

braid, started, 

brast, burst 



hr&the. fierce. 

brayd, started, turned. 

braw, brave, fine. 

bread, breadUi. 

breake, [the deere,] 59, cut up. 

bree, brow. 

hreme, fierce. 

brening, burning. 

brent, burnt. 

brenyys, 176, cuirasses. 

brether, 83, brethren. 

bricht, bright 

brimes, locUers. 

britted, 13, brittened, cut up, 
carved. 

broom-cow, bush of broom. 

brook, enjoy, preserve. 

brues, brows. 

brunt, burnt. 

bryste, burst. 

bue, 852, 353, /air f' 

bngyle, horn. 

buntin, black bird; al. wood- 
lark 

bard-alane, alone. 

Barlow-beanie, 359. name of 
a fiend, 

bum, brook 

borne, man, knight. 

busk, dress, make ready. 

by and by, straight way. 

bydeene, 11, 177, continuously, 
together, in numbers t 

bygone, bedecked, 

byleve, remain, 

byrde, 219, lady. 

byteche, commit. 

can, (gan,) used as an auxili- 
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ary vsiih an infinitive mood, 

to express the past tense of a 

verb. 
earful, sorrowful. 
carknet, necklace. 
carline, old woman. 
carp, taJk. 
cast, planned. 
chalmer, chamber. 
channeri n ' , fretting 
charbocles, carbuncles. 
chase, 164, hasten t See chese. 
chere, countenance. 
chese, 172, hastened f See 

chase. 
chese, 225, choose. 
chess, jess, strap. 
chestan, chesnut. 
chewys, choosest. 
chiel, child, young man. 
christendame, christening. 
claes, clothes. 
clapping, fondling. 
clear, clere, fair, morally 

pure. 
clergye, learning. 
clout, blow. 
cockward, cuckold. 
coft, bought. 
coiflfer, 361, coif, head-dress, 

capt 
cold, could^ knew; used as an 

auxiliary unth the infinitive 

to express a past tense ; e. g. 

he cold fling, he flung. 
coleyne, Collen, Cohgne steel. 
com'nye, 855, communing, diS" 

course. 
compass, circle. 



compenabull, 28, sociable, ad- 
mitting to participatiott. 

confusion, destruction. 

conning, knowledge. 

coosten, cast. 

couth, could, kneyD, understood. 

covent, convent. 

crapot^, 217. Qy. cramasee, 
crimson f 

cropoure, crupper. 

crowt, 10, curl up. 

Crystiante, Christendom, 

cure, care. 

dag-durk, dagger, dirk. 

damasee, damson, 

dang, stru>ck. 

dair, harm. 

dasse, <^tis. 

duinton, dauni. 

dayed, died. 

deas, dais, platform, 

decay, destruction, 

dee, die. 

dee, do. 

deid, death. 

Delamore. " The forest of 
Delamere is an immense 
tract of wood and waste in 
Cheshire, and was formerly 
well stocked with deer." — 
Madden. 

dele, dell, part. 

delle, 219, dally, 

dent, stroke. 

dere, deere, harm. 

derne, secret. 

des, dese, dais^ elevated plat- 
form. 



J 



436 



GLOSSARY. 



devyse,* directum. 

deynteous, dainty. 

dight, 48, attend to. 

dight corn, winnow. 

dight J placed, 

discever, sever. 

distans, 30, dissennon^ strife. 

dolent^ 206, moumfiU. 

doubt, dout, fear. 

dough t, anild^ might; 330, 
may, am able. 

dow, could. 

dowie, mournful^ doieftU. 

dowtely, lQ9j fearfully f 

dree, sufer. 

drest, arranged. 

drumlie, troubled^ gloomy. 

dryssynge, dressing.. 

dule, sorrow. 

dyght, dygzht, adorned, dress- 
ed. 

ear, soon^ early. 

echone, each one. 

eerie, eiry, fearfulj producing 

superstitious dread. 
eghne, eyes. 
elde, eldren, old. 
elritch. elvish. 
emblithe, blithe. 
endres-daye, 216, past-day t 

other day t See Halliwell's 

Dictionary. 

"Of my fortune, how it 
ferde. 

This endir day, as y forth 
ferde." 
eriish, elvish, 
esk, newt. 



euyes, 54, ivies f 
everychon, every one. 

faem, ybaw. 

faine, desire. 

faine, glad. 

fairest, forest. 

falwyd, turned paie^ or yeUow. 

fande, yoMTkf. 

fare, behavior^ way^ manner: 

in fare, 73, in course, 
fare t go. 
farer, further, 
f&ye^ faith. 
fayrse,>rce. 
feald, 68, truss? 
feat, neat, dexterous. 
fee, 218, animals, deer. 
feed, 266, same as food, fud, 

person, man or woman. 
feires, companions. 
fele, many. 
fell, hiU, moor. 
felle, skin. 
fende, fene, ^cnrf. 
fend, defend. 
fere, companion, mate. 
fere, in, in company, together. 
ferli, Bb6, fairly. 
ferlie, ferly, wonder. 
ferlich, toondrous. 
fet, fette, fetched. 
iQt\i\\\, fiddle. 
^dhQw, fifth. 
m,fell. 

firth, (frith,) wood. 
Hang, fiung. 
flatour, 17 6, fatten. 
Flatting. " Of the Castle of 



GLOSSARY. 



437 



Flatting I have found no 
mention elsewliere. It is, 
doubtless a corruption." — 
Madden. 

dangh^flew. 

flaw, 298, lie, 

deer^Jloor, 

dey'd^fnghtened, ^ 

flone, arrow. 

fode, creature^ child. 

fond, ti'y^ make trial 

fonde, IQiy/ondle. 

forbye, out of the way. 

fordoo, destroy. 

fore^ fared. 

forowttyn, wiihout. 

forteynd, happened. 

forther^ further, 

forthi, therefore, 

fraine, question. 

frauce, 50, deceU. 

free, 356, lord. 

free, noble. 

frely, noble, lovely. 

frey ry, fratemify. 

frem, strange. 

fundyd, 366, went. 

furley, toondrous ; furleys, 
toonders, 

fyers,Jiei'ce. 

fytt, cantOj dimsion of a song. 

gad, bar. 

gae, gave. 
gae, go, going. 
gait, nae, no way. 
guild, 367, sang. 
gangande, going, 
gare, strip. 



gar, make, cause. 

garthes, girths. 

gesing, 367, guessing ; or, de- 
sire, A. Sax. gltsung? 

ghesting, lodging, kospitahU 
reception. 

gleed, a burning coal. 

glided, 365. Qy. gilded t 

glint, gleam. 

gnowtli, gnaws. 

gon, begun. 

gon, went. 

good, he can, 173, has knouA- 
edge of good manners. 

goupen, the hollow of the hand 
contracted to receive any- 
thing. 

gowan, Jiower. 

gowd, gold. 

gowden, golden. 

gowles, gules. 

goun of green, to gel oh the^ 
i. e. tobe with child, 

grame, mischief. 

grasse, 61, i. e. grease. 

gravil, 351 ? 

gree,yaix>r, prize. 

green' d, longed. 

greet, weep. 

gretid, grew big. 

grew, grey. 

groome, man, knight. 

gule, red, 

gurlie, stormy, surly. 

gyne, trick. 

gynne, begin, undei'take. 

ha', hall. 
had, hold, keep. 
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haght, bade. 

halch, salute J enibrace, 

halowe, saint. 

balsed, greeted. 

halse, neck. 

haly, holy. 

harae, home. 

hap, cover. 

harborrowe, lodging. 

harde, heard. 

harrowes, plunders^ despoils. 

hams, brains. 

hat, hit. 

hatt, is caUedj hight. 

haud, hold. 

hawberke, cuirass. 

heal, conceal. 

heathenneste, heathendom. 

hecke. rack for hay. 

hegehen, eyes. 

hegh, high. 

hem, them. 

hende. gentle. 

hent, took. 

herme, harm. 

hett, bid, assure ; was caUed. 

heved, head. 

hewkes; a huke is a party 

colored dress, or livery. 
high-coU'd, high^cui. 
hight, in, aloud. 
hind, gentle. 
him lane, alone. 
hingers, hangings. 
hirn, corner. 
hith, hight, is called. 
hollen, holly. 
hong, hang. 
hore, hoar, hoary. 



hose, 856, emhrace. 

howkit, dug. 

howax, holm; level, low ground 
on the bank of a stream. 

Button, 56. " Perhaps the 
manor of Hutton in Ingle- 
wood forest, Leath ward, 
Cumberland, is here in- 
tended. There is also 
Hatton Castle in Allerdale 
below Derwent, in the 
same county. The whole 
of the territory hereabout 
was romance ground." — 
Madden. 

hye, in, in haste, 

hyghte, bid. 

hyze, in, in haste, 

ic, /. 

iknow, knoum. 

ilka, each. 

ilke, same. 

inn, castle, house, 

inowze, enough. 

insame, together. 

intill, into, upon, 

iralle, 217. Qu. rialle, royalf 

iwis, certainly. 

jawp'd, dashed, spattered. 

jelly,>%. 

jimp, slender, neat. 

jolly, pretty, gay. 

kaim, comh, 
kane, rent. 
kantle, corw^r. 
karp, talk. 
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kajTed, iO^jowneyed. 

kembed, combed. 

kell, 46, caiUy dress for a ladtfs 

head. 
ken, know. 
keppit, caught^ kept, 
kest, cast. 
kevels, lots. 
kiest, cast. 
kilted, tucked. 
kirk, chunk. 
kist, chest. 
knicht, knight. 

laigh-coU'd, hio cut 

laine, concealment^ falsehood. 

laith, loaOi. 

lane, aUme ; joined with pro- 
nouns, as, my lane, his 
lane, her lane, their lan^ 
myself aUme^ <^c. 

lang, to think, to he weary j feel 
ennui. 

lapande, lapping. 

lappercd, coagtUaied^ clotted. 

lart. Qy. laught, caught t 

lat, let. 

lauchters, locks. 

laverock, lark. 

layne, conceal. 

leal, loyal^ chaste. 

leccara, body, 

leele, loyal. 

leesome, pleasant^ sweet. 

leffe, 29, leave. 

lere, lorcy doctrine, 

les, lying. 

lesyng, lie. 

lett, hindrance. 



lette, delay. 

leuedys, ladies. 

leuze, laughed. 

leven, 229, lawn. 

levin, Kghtning. 

ley-land, lea-land^not ploughed, 

licht, Ught. 

liffe, life. 

lift, air. 

lighth, member^ limb. 

likes, dead bodies. 

lingCam, bodyt 

linger, longer. 

lire, y*ace, countenance. 

lith, suppU^ limber. 

lithe, UUen. 

lodlye, loathly. 

loffe, love. 

loof, hoUow of the hand. 

loot, bow. 

loot, let. 

lose, /ame, r^Mrt. 

loan, loon, 

louted, bowed. 

lown, lone, 

lowte, bow, 

lowzhe, laughed^ smiled. 

luifsomely, pleasantly , sweetly.. 

luppen, leapt. 

lyand, lyggande, lying. 

lyle, little. 

lystnys, liUen. 

lyth, member^ limb, 

maen, moan. 
maik, mate. 
raakane, making, 
make, mate. 
raansworn, perjured. 
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marrow, mate, 

maste, most, greatest. 

maan, must. 

maunna, may not, 

mawys, mavis, singing Ikrvsh. 

may, maid. 

medill-erthe, earthy the world. 

raekill, great. 

mell, mallei. 

meloude, melody. 

mensked, 367, honored. 

menyde, moaned. 

merks, marks. 

merk-soot, 865, markr-shot^ dis- 
tance between bow-^arks. — 
Finlay. 

merrys, marrest. 

mese, wtw, meal. 

meyn^, company, retintte, 

micht, might. 

middle-eard, the earth. 

min, 64, mention. 

minion, ^ne, elegant. 

mith, might. 

mochill, much, 

mode, passionj energy. 

mody, courageous. 

molatt, 60, muUet, in heraldry. 

mold, mould, earth, ground. 

montenans, amount, 

more, greater, 

most, greatest. 

mother-naked, naked as at 
one's birth. 

mouthe, might. 

Mungo St., St. Kentigern, 

my lane, alone. 

mythes, might. 



nay, denial. 

newfangle, 7, new-fashioned, 
nicked with nay, 56, denied. 
niest, nearest, close. 
nigromance, necromancy. 
noth, not. 
noath, not. 
noyther, neither. 



on ane, anon. 
one, on, in ; 



onie, any. 

on live, alive. 

or, ere, before. 

orfare, 217, embroidery. 

Oryence, Orient. 

over one, 30, in a company, 
together. See Jamieson's 
Scottish Dictionary, in v. 
ouer ane. 

owre, over, too. 

owretum, refrain, 

pae, peacock. 

paines, penance. 

pall, rich cloth. 

palmer, pilgrim. 

papcioyes, popinjays. 

par amour, shee loued him, 
1. e. wantonly. 

parde, par dieu, 

parell, peril, 

pautit, paw, beat with thefooL 

pay, 56, 355, ■ pleasure, satis- 
faction. 

paye, content. 

payetrelle, 217, (otherwise, 
patrel, poitrail, pectorale, 
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&c.) a steel plate Jbf the pro- 
ieciion of a horse's chest 

payrelde, apparelled. 

perelle, pearl. 

pight, pitched. 

plas, 2Q, place, palace. 

plyzt, plight. 

postee, power, 

poterner, 6, pouch, purse. 
Rightly corrected by Percy 
fi-om poterver. See pauton- 
ni^re, pontonaria, and pan- 
totiarius, in HenscheVs ed. 
of Ducange. 

prest, priest. 

prest, ready, prompt. 

prieve, prove. 

prink'd, prinn'd, adorned, 
drest up, made neat. 

pristly, earnestly. 

propine, gift. 

pryce, prize. 

race, 71, course. 
raches, scenting hounds. 
radde, quick, quickly. 
rair, roar. 
ras, rose. 

rashiiig, slinking likt a boar. 
rathely, quickly. 
raught, reached. 
rauine, beasts ofchace, prey. 
rave, aiTay. 
redd, 29, explained, 
rede, counsel. 
rede, 166, countenance. 
reekit, smokes. 

reele bone, 217, an unknown 
mateinal of which saddles, 



etpecially, are in the ro- 
• mances said to be made ; 
called variously, rewel-bone, 
( Cant. Tales, 13807,) rowel- 
bone, reuylle-bone, and 
( Young BeMe, vol. iv. 12) 
royal-bone. 

reet, root. 

rerae, kingdom, 

reniiinge, running. 

repleny sshed , ^tfef/. 

repreve, reprove, deride. 

respyte, 197, space remaining. 

reve, taken away from. 

re we, take pity. 

ridand, inding. 

rived, 351, arrived. 

rode, rood, cross. 

roe, peace, rest. Germ. ruh\ 

rome, growl, roar. 

rooke, heap. 

rought, recked, lamented. 

rought, rout, company. 

rouse, boaU. 

route, band, company. 

routh, plenty. 

row, roU, wrap. 

rudd, complexion. 

rudly, 41, speedily. 

rud-red, ruddy red. 

rybybe, kind ofjidille. 

ryn, itui. 

rysse, rise. 

sadde, heavy; sadly, 193, 

heavily ; sadlye, gravely, 
safe-guard, a riding skirt. 
saghe, saw. 
saiklcs!>, guiltless. 
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sained, crossed, consecrated. 

saine, say. 

sak, sucked. 

sail, shall 

saw, saying^ tale. 

sawtiye, psaUery. 

scathe, damage. 

schane, shone. 

scho, she. 

schone, shoes. 

scort, short. 

seannachy, geneahgist, bard^ 

or story-teller. 
sekirlye, truly. 
selcowgh, strange. 
selle, saddle. 
senne, since. 
sere, sore. 
serke, diiri. 
sex, six. 
sey, 25, saw. 
shathinont, 244, [A. Sax. 

scaeftmund,] a measure 

from the top of the extended 

thumb to the utmott part of 

the palm, six inches. 
sheede, spiU. 
sheeld - bones, blade - hnno*. 

shoulder-blades. 
sheene, bright. 
sheen, shoes. 
sheep-silver, mica. 
shende, ruin; sheut, injured, 

abused. 
sheugh, ^urroMT, ditch. 
shontest, 54, shrinkest. 
shroffe, shrived. 
sibbe, kindred. 
sichin% sighing. 



sicken, su^, 

siked, sighed. 

skaith, harm. 

skaith, [qy. skail ?] 254, save, 

keep innocent of. 
skinked, poured out. 
skyll, reason J manner. 
slae, sloe. 
slawe, slain. 
slichting, sHg^ting. 
smert, quickly. 
snell, quick^ keen. 
solas, recreation, sport. 
sonde, sending, message. 
sooth, soth, truth. 
soth, 867, sweeL 
sort, con^pany. 
soun, sound. 
soune, swoon, swooned. 
sped, satisfied. 
speed, 9, fare. 
spier, ask. 
s\i\\\, perith. 
sprent, Uapt. 
staker, stagger. 
stark, strong. 
start, started. 
stede,j9kcc, condition. 
stered, guided. 
stered, stirred, moved. 
stem, star. 
Steven, voice. 
stinted, stepped. 
stond, time, while. 
store, strong. 
stoat, haughty. 
stown, stolen. 
stowre, batUe, conjUcL 
stowre, strong, brave. 



GLOSSARY. 



443 



straiked, stroaked 

stratlins, 300, siraddlings ? 

streek, stretch. 

strene, strain, race. * 

sture, strong. 

stythe, stead, place. 

suire, nech 

suld, should. 

sweere, neclc. 

8 wick, blame. 

swilled, 361, shook, as in rinc- 

ing. 
swoghyne, 221, soughing. 
swylke, sttrh. 
swythe, very much. 
syde, long. 
syen, since^ 
syer, 66 lord, master. 
sygthe, then. 

syke, rivulet, marshy bottom. 
sykerly, sykerlyke, certainly, 

truly. 
Bvne, then. 
sythed, 169, sighed. 
8yth, times. 

tabull dormounte, 26, standing 
table, the fixed table at the 
end of the hall. (?) 

taiken, token. 

tan, tanne, take. 

tedder, tether. 

teld, terU, house. 

teind, tithe. 

tene, grief, sorrow, loss, harm. 

tente, attention, heed, 

tenteth, contenteth. 

terement, interTnent. 

tett, 227, bck [of hair.] 



thae, those. 

than, ihen. 

thar, where. 

thee, thrive. 

then, than. 

thenne, thin. 

thir, those. 

tho, those. 

thore, there. 

thouch, though. 

thought lang, grew weary, f tit 
ennui. 

thowe, then. 

throe, thro, 169, bold, fierce. 

throng, beat down. 

throug, threw. 

throw, time, while. 

thrubchandler, 365 ? 

till, to. 

tirled at the pin, trilled, or 
rattled, at the door-pin, or 
latch, to obtain admission. 

tither, the other. 

tod, fox. 

to-draw, drawn. 

toke, gave, handed. 

toute, 29. 

touting, tooting. 

travayie, labor. 

traye, 222, suffering, f dree ?] 

tryst, appointment, assigna- 
tion. 

twal, twelve. 

twan, twined. 

twine, part, deprive of. 

tyde, tim^. 

tj'te, promptly, quick. 

umstrode, bestrode. 



